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BT 



THE AUTHOR. 



PREFACE. 



As the tyro doubtinglj pulls the trigger and sets firee the 
bullet which shall either rank him among the successful 
or the unsuccessful marksmen, so the author of this little 
volume hesitatingly dispatches it into the world of 
Literature, to hit the mark of success, or &11 unheeded, 
as .Fortune may direct. The author is well aware that 
many £siults may be found in the collection, but he claims 
leniency towards them, on the ground that many (in &ct, 
the greater part) of these poems were composed when he 
was barely out of what the Law terms "infancy," and, 
indeed, some before that; and under circumstances that 
necessitated hurry; several of them — as "Heinrich," 
^ Schwarzberg," &c, &Cj being composed in between three 
and four days.' The author, therefore, trusting that he 
may nit he too severely dealt with. 

Begs to remain, 

The Reader's most obedient servant, 

'* SHORT ENFIELD." 

Landony 1860. 
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THE SOLDIER'S DREAM. 

The soldier lay upon the battle-field, 

Around him hundreds in their blood were lying ; 

And piteous groans and cries, 'gainst which were steeled 

The warriors' hearts, resounded from the dying. 

He slept, and o'er his slumbers one bright dream 

Shone clear amid the turmoil of his rest ; 

Again he saw his cot and murmuring stream, 

And clasped his wife and children to his breast. 

The war was over, and he ne'er would leave 

His home again, but quit the warrior's life, 

His loving Ellen ne'er should have to grieve 

For him slain in the foremost of the strife. 

A smile played o'er his lips, and murmured words 

Of love escaped them, when the night air rang 

With shots and cries, and clash of meeting swords, 

And all a night attack's tumultuous clang. 

Gone, in a moment, is his vision bright. 

He springs erect, his gleaming steel in hand. 

And rushes where the moon doth shed her light 

Upon the struggle between band and band. 

Short is the strife, but deadly, although brief : 

The foe, in spite of desperate attack 

And other regunents brought to their relief, 

Are, after a hard struggle, beaten back. 
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The victors slowly •wind across the plain, 

Now covered with the bodies of the brave, 

In gory heaps, where they had just been dain — 

For them their friends had dug no pitying grave. 
• • • • • 

The soldier lies upon the battle-field ; 
That form, amid the fight stern death defying, 
Is cold for ever ; the hand which did wield 
The sabre stretches o'er its victims dying. 
The pale moon, pitying, gazes o'er the plain 
And lights the face of him whose heart did thrill 
With thoughts of seeing once his home again. 
And now lies on the greensward calm and still. 



THE WAR OF THE SKIES. 

Across the blue and sunny simmier sky 
A few flakes, in opposing currents, fly ; 
Some to the east, where heavy laden clouds 
Are gathered ; others to the west, where crowds 
Of black and massive columns from below 
The horizon are uprearing. 

To each foe 
The " outposts" have returned ; nought intervenes 
Between the coming armies ; nothing screens 
Them from each other's view ; each hostile front, 
Frowning with heavy troops to meet the brunt 
Of the first shock, extends about five miles, 
While in between the universe yet smiles : 
And, as they rise, more widely still they spread 
Across the sky. They move on ; all overhead 
Is bright and clear ! The sun shines in the blue 
FeUucid arch, contrasting with the hue 
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Of the battalions, as they nearer draw 

To awe mankind with sight of heavenly war. 

They nearer wheel : and now a dull, low sound — 

The signal for the battle— echoes round, 

And is replied to by a vivid flash 

From the foe*s ranks, and, ere the stunning crash 

Has died away, the armies meet ; and loud 

The thunder booms along the lines of cloud, 

And globes of fire amid the foemen gleam. 

And answered are by an opposing stream 

Of blue and blinding light which tears and rends 

The hostile ranks. Below, all Nature bends 

And cowers down in terror ; while, on high. 

The bolts firom one to other swiftly fly. 

The sky is covered over with a black 

And lowering veil, save where the gleaming track 

Of heaven's artillery makes the foe retire. 

And marks, but momently, a path of fire. 

The combat waxes fiercer ; fresh arrays 

Approach on heavy wings, and add their blaze 

And thunder to the general turmoil. 

Now sailing off, now causing to recoil 

Their foe ; while friends and foes are mixed peU-mele 

In blaze and thunder indescribable. 

For near five hours the swift, incessant flash 

Is answered and returned, and fire-bolte dash 

Across the sky with loud and rushing roar. 

All Nature seems in flame ; the fire- flakes pour 

Down on the earth : and then the flashes grow 

Fewer and fainter, and, with movement slow, 

The foemen draw apart, and slowly wheel 

Away from their opponents ; while, like steel. 

Their edges gleam, tipped by the silver orb 

Now shining soft between, which doth absorb 

More beauty from the contrast. They retreat. 

While low and sullen peals " recallings" beat, 

b2 
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Aud, as they draw apart, each radiant star, 
Swift rolling on his course in silvery car, 
Shines forth in gladness, and the heavenly train 
Glow brighter, welcoming sweet Peace again. 



THE VANQUISHED GLADIATOR. 

His manly form droops the arena's sand. 

All crimsoned with the tide that, at each breath. 

Wells slowly from his breast ; he eyes the band 

Around him ; arbiters of life and death. 

No look of pity meets his anxious eye. 

The silent signal for his death is made ; 

The gladiator nerves himself to die ; 

But for himself no terror hath that blade — 

He hath faced death too often to be now 

Afraid of meeting him ; — ^his feelings roam 

Towards her of dark blue eye and snowy brow. 

The pride, the comfort of his httle home; 

There is the pang, 'tis that which rends his breast 

And makes him look upon the throng around ; 

But, though among those orbs on him depressed. 

Are Rome's most lovely daughters, there is found 

No look of pity ; — with a glance of pride 

And scorn upon the crowd, he stoops his head 

Unto the fatal steel ; it flashes wide. 

And, with his last life-drops, the ground is red. 

Glut your eyes, Romans, with the crimson stain. 

Exult in pleasure o'er the dying moan 

Of that poor slave ! but ye have just now slain 

A heart far manlier, nobler than your own ! 
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SCENERY. 



I CARE nought for the brooklet and wide-spreading plain, 

The picturesque cottage, with roses entwined 

O'er its walls ; or the fields, with their ripening grain 

Slowly bending and waving to each breath of wind. 

Give me the wild mountain and yawning abyss. 

Where the torrent leaps thousands of feet down below, 

Where its waters are seen like a thread, and the hiss 

Of its waves is just heard as they hurrying flow ; 

When the lightning aside tears the mantle of night, 

And shows for an instant the rocks all around, 

As they frown o'er the chasms, distinct to the sight. 

And the thunder is echoed in hundred-fold sound ; 

To be thus, afar from the dwellings of men. 

And to know, but for one night, the feelings which thi-ill 

Through the heart as the bolt whizzes down thro' the glen. 

Is worth a whole year of the meadow and rill. 



AN OLD JOKE VERSIFIED. 

Young Sheridan often his "governor" vexed 

With long arguments tangled, confused, and perplexed ; 

He denied that a person could e'er have his mind 

So abstracted as to be to everything blind ; 

He argued that somehow the mind must be swayed, 

That it never in total unconsciousness stayed. 

" Come," said he (thinking now he'd his governor caught), 

" Is your brain ever sleepy ? unconscious? — ^in short, 

Is there aught that you can with indifference do ?" 

" Yes, there is, Tom," said Sheridan, " listen to you!^^ 



EFFECTS OF ALL MOODS. 

SONG. 

TRUE LOVE. 

Thou wilt be mine ? Yes ! that dear word 

Is uttered by thine eyes ; 

Oh ! sweeter far when seen than heard^ 

That dear confession flies I 

When blushes tinge the cheek, the orbs 

Are gently downward cast ; 

And rapture every sense absorbs 

Of love confessed at last I 

Thou canst not bring unto me gold, 

As in earth^s marriage mart, 

But thou canst bring me wealth untold, 

A loving, faithful heart ! 



THOUGHTS. 



tiATH man a destiny to be fulfilled 

Upon this weary earth ? Hath yonder star. 

Rolling in splendour on its heavenward path. 

To its bright spirit a congenial one 

Upon this earth ? — ^that, when it pales, he droops, 

And, when it shineth brightly on its track, 

He lordeth it above his fellow -men? 

It is a question which hath bound the minds 

Of many ere our time. 'Tis yet unsolved ; 

Hid in the gloom of mystery. Oh I ye globes 

Of sparkling light ! do I possess a place 

FiUed by one of ye in your glittering host ? 

Which is mine orb ? Upon which hangs my life ? 

Art thou it, pale and sad one ? Spirits of 

The silent night! I summon ye to show 

My fate to me upon the book of heaven I 



ZULIEKA. 

" Mortal, were we to show it thee it would 

Work but to thee unhappiness I If 'twere 

A melancholy destiny, thou wouldst 

Be destitute of that sweet consolation 

Which thou derivest now in pain from Hope ; 

Thou wouldst yet make it worse by thy forebodings, 

And did we tell thee, if it were a bright 

And glorious one, thou wouldst imperil thy 

Hopes of hereafter heaven ; thou wouldst be 

Proud of thy future destiny, and scorn 

Thy fellow-mortals I Go, earth-dweller ! seek 

Not to explore the Future, nor to learn 

The secret thoughts of the Eternal One I 

Thy lot is for the best, whatever it be ! " 



ZULIEKA. 

A TURKISH STORY. 



The silvery moonlight soft doth glide 
Along Constantinople's tide ; 
And the clear water of the stream 
Reflecteth back its chastened gleam 
In myriad sparkles ; the light breeze 
Sighs through the grove of cypress trees. 
Around the harem's lofty pile. 
Where, hid from those without, the smile 
Of beauty lingers, and the song 
The evening breezes floats along, — 
The song, perhaps, that calls to mind 
The Odalisque's fair land, her kind 
And loving friends ; the desperate strife 
In which her lover lost his life ; 
She mourns o'er him who died to save 
Her from her present fate — a slave. 
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Her sweet Circassia, with its hills, 
Its valleys, and its trickling rills, 
Before her rises up; — she feels 
Her heart grow sadder ; the tear steals 
Beneath her lids ; her quivering grasp 
On her guitar forgets its clasp. 
And, sinking back, her bosom throbs. 
And her sweet voice is choked with sobs. 

II. 

Listen ! a light and even plash 

Is heard ; and from a little creek, 
As rapidly as lightning flash. 

Glides swiftly forth a light caique ; 
It crosses o'er the glittering stream. 

And stops beside a little door, 
Hid from the prying moon's clear beam ; 

The rower quits his dripping oar, 
And softly knocks ; though low, 'tis heard 

By ter who waits within, whose heart 
Flutters like that of prisoned bird 

When longing from its cage to part. 
She opes the wicket, gazing roimd. 

Her fond heart dreads imseen alarms ; — 
" Zulieka ! "—and with one swift bound, 

Her lover clasps her in his arms ! 

III. 

How sweet is the embrace of Love ! 

To hold within one*s arms a maid 
All timid, fluttering like a dove ! 

Such an embrace hath well repaid 
The danger run to gain that prize ! 

Perils ! who'd not a thousand face 
To gaze on lovely woman's eyes. 

And be clasped in her close embrace I 



ZULIEKA. 
IV. 

No wonder that the Turks will fight 

Like devils ; for, if they should die, 
They think that soft eyes, black as night, 

Will hover round them ; — ^then, who'd fly 
With, if one live, a deathless glory 

Around one's name ; and, if a ball 
Arrest one's course, a lovely Houri 

To catch one as you, dying, fall ? 

V. 

" Zulieka, love, this night we meet 

For the last time for long ; I go 
To-morrow, in Sinope's fleet, 

Perhaps not to return." 

"Oh! no. 
My Hassan, leave me not ; oh ! stay 

With thy Zulieka ; on thy life 
Hangs hers ; shouldst thou fall in the fray. 

The blow that strikes thee strikes thy wife." 

VI. 

" Zulieka, shall the Russian slave 

Dwell as a victor in the land 
Our fathers owned, while beats a brave 

Heart, and an arm to wield a brand 
Is found upon the Bosphorus' banks ? 

No ! let them come, and they shall feel, 
Though small our force, though thin our ranks, 

The hearts of those are true a3 steel ! 
And wouldst thou have me stay with thee. 

With Turkey calling on her race 
To rise and fight for liberty ? 

Shall I, love, in thy dear embrace 
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Recline^ while others, to defend 

Their country's honour, fly to arms, 
And to the wars their footsteps bend? 

Shall I remain ; hang o'er thy charms, 
When every day the dangers draw 

Nearer unto the city's gate ? 
Shall I, amid the deadly roar 

Of cannon, rest, and calmly wait 
The entrance of the conqueror foe 

O'er that which shoulfl have been my grave? 
See thee, mine own, without a blow 

In thy defence struck, fall a slave 
To the excited victor's lust ? 

No ! sweet Zulieka, though my heart 
Is sad at. leaving thee, I must 

Forth in Sinope's fleet depart." 

VII. 

He ceases ; — she, with humid eye. 

Clings closer to his breast ; no word 
Escapes her lips, no sound or cry 

Tells of the grief within her stirred ; 
When, suddenly, a sound, as if 

A foot touched ground is heard, " Oh ! fly. 
My Hassan I— quick I — ^into thy skiff I 

It is my father's step, and nigh !" 

VIII. 

Swiftly he turned and sought his boat ; 

But, ere his foot the side had pressed, 
An iron grasp was on his throat. 

Which tightly as a vice compressed. 

IX. 

Like flash of lightning gleamed his steel, 
Descended ; and, with one faint reel, 
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His foe relaxed his grasp, and sunk 

A headless, palpitating trunk. 

But now a troop him close surround, 

Their scimitars strike sparks of fire ; 
Zulieka, lifted from the ground 

Where she has fallen, is by her sire 
Borne off; and fiercer grows the strife, 

And Hassan, nearing fast his boat, 
Fights desperately to save his life ; 

And almost gains^it, when afloat 
Tis sent by one ; — he's now bereft 

Of his last chance, they think, but wide 
His sabre gleamed, and once more clefb 

A turbaned head ; — ^then, in the tide 
He sprang, and 'neath the sparkling wave 

Dived deeply ; nor he upward rose, 
Until the shadows had his brave 

Form hidden from his gazing foes. 



PART II. 

I. 

Two months have passed, and in Sinope's bay 
The Turkish fleet at anchor idly stay ; 
And Hassan is on board a frigate named 
' ' The Navik," as lieutenant, and much famed 
For kindness to his men who, him to serve, 
"Would from no danger, if led by him, swerve. 

II. 

'Tis evening, and the Mussulman's devotion 
Is finished ; and he gazes o'er the side 

Upon the ever-restless, heaving ocean. 
And thinks upon his loved and promised bride, 
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His own Zulieka — ^lost, perhaps. There's one 

Within that ship, a youth of Moslem race, 
As fair of form as ever 'neath the sun 

Was seen, reminds him of his loved one's face. 
Aflfectionate and kind, he is endeared. 

Though not long joined, to all on board by his 
Sweet, winning softness; one saw he was reared 

Within the lap of luxury ; — ^it is 
Some patriot soul, thought Hassan, who has come 

To lend his slight arm t<f his country's wars ; 
Who, for his country's sake, has left his home 

To aid her in her right and glorious cause. 

III. 

Thus musing, as he turned to go below. 

His glance fell on the youth who lay asleep 
Upon the deck — or then seemed to be so — 

Beside some ropes ; the moon appeared to steep 
His graceful form in floods of silver light ; 

Upon his arm his head was pillowed, while 
His curls of auburn, glossy, long, and bright. 

Waved o'er his shoulders ; a most winning smile 
Played o'er his lips. Alas ! thought he, that so 

Lovely a shape as thine should chance stern death ! 
Dire riiust have been thy hatred towards the foe. 

That thou shouldst dare in war his chilling breath I 
*' Look on our children, Russia ! See ! they rise 

Li arms their country to defend from thee ! 
The youth that scarce a blade can grasp defies 

Thy legions ! Strong in faith and liberty, 
He rushes to the fight ; quits home, quits all. 

Though knowing that his corse perhaps may strew 
The field, he'll fight, and for his country fall ; 

Though mayest crus\ but thou canst ne'er subdue 
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Our patriot race ! Thou hast overwhelming force ; 

The Giaour may perhaps assist our threatened land ; 
If not, alone we'll check thy onward course, 

Nor yield with life, but perish blade in hand ! " 

IV. 

Just then, the captain, Edli Bey, drew near. 

And touched him on the shoulder ; with a start 
Hassan turned round: — '' Lieutenant, pray come here, 

I wish to have your judgment on our cliart. 
It seems to me 'tis not precisely right ; 

You know this coast ; therfore, perhaps you may 
Correct it, if 'tis wrong. 'T is a fair sight ! " 

Exclaimed he, pointing to where the youth lay : 
" And know you ought of him?" 

'* But when he came 
He said he'd left his home to join our fleet. 

And for himself would win a glorious name. 
Or die for Turkey : — ^Allah 1 'tis as sweet 

A face as e'er I saw; but come with me 
Into my cabin !" They descend, and soon 

All quiet is, except the rolling sea, 
Which sparkles 'neath the clear and glittering moon ; 

And whose low, muttering, continual roar 

Is blended with the challenge on the shore. 

V. 

The morning dawns ; the mist hangs o'er the wave, 
And shrouds the entrance to the harbour, and 

The neighbouring ships, and where the waters lave 
Sinope's forts spread o'er the gloomy strand. 

VI. 

The mist rolls up like lifting veil, 

And objects now grow clearer to the eyes : — 

What meets their gaze ? It is a Russian sail ! 
Another looms ! They're takeu \j^ «vxs\rcvs&\ 
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Another yet ; and quickly more unfold 

Their black and massive hulls, their dusky sides 

Frowning with guns ; — 'tis no time to behold, 
But fight, though ruin surely them betides. 

VII. 

In overpowering force the Russian fleet 

Encompasses the harbour's mouth, and now 
The summons comes to yield their ships. " We treat 

With scorn your message ; when all are laid low," 
Spoke the commander, ^^ then shall you possess 

Our bodies ; but while life reigns in a frame, 
We will combat you : though our ships be less, 

Our courage will uphold the Turkish name ! " 

VIII. 

After this answer there is no appeal 

But to stem battle to decide the case ; 
The flash bursts thro' the clouds that slowly wheel 

Aloft, and each ship reels from truck to base. 
The Ottoman fleet answers, and the balls 

Fly 'mid their streaming lightnings charged with death. 
And every second some brave foeman falls, 

Gasping a loved name with his fading breath. 

IX. 

The batteries on shore now add their gleam. 

And thunder to the general warfare ; — 
One Turkish ship spouts forth a towering stream 

Of fire, and all its fragments high in air 
Are hurled 'mid surging smoke and stunning crash. 

And human forms are whirled above the clouds 
Of sulphurous smoke ; and then, with sullen plash. 

They sink into the waves — their only shrouds. 
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X. 

The Navik is opposed to a huge Russian 

Ship of a hundred guns ; but fifty they 
Have in the Navik ; still they bravely push on, 

Determined to yield life or win the day. 
And gun for gun they give; and by the light 

Of the death-flaah is seen young Hassan's £Eice, 
His blade in hand, and foremost in the fight ; 

And, by his side, and striving in the race 
For glory is the youth ; his auburn curls 

Float o'er his shoulders, his large eyes dart fire ; 
He smiles, regardless of the flash which hurls 

Death all around him, and scorns to retire ; 
For Edli Bey, unwilling that so fair 

A youth should fall a victim, told him he 
Had better serve below ; but with an air 

Of sweetness he so pleaded but to be 
Allowed to fight near Hassan, that the Bey, 

Seeing that nothing could keep him below, 
Had given him leave upon the deck to stay ; 

And so, with Hassan, he opposed the foe. 

XI. 

The Turkish fleet was now in desp'rate plight ; 

Three more had been blown up, another sank 
Down with the crew ; the rest, still in the fight. 

Strove, tho' the Russians slaugbter'd rank on rank. 



XII. 



But four remained now : one, by dextVous skill, 
Contrived to pass the enemy's wide line. 

And carry back the news ; the others still 
Fought on : one fort blew up as from a mine. 
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XIII. 

The Navik was much shattered, but she held 

On to the last ; the Russian ship drew near : — 
The captain had been shot, his life-blood welled 

Forth from his breast ; and Hassan brought to bear 
His last guns that would fire, upon his foe, 

And pointed them ; when, suddenly, there crashed 
A broadside from the Russian ; high and low 

The iron shower hurtled, and there dashed 
Blood over Hassan as the youth reeled back 

Into his arms, and tore, with quivering grasp. 
Off his disguise. Lo ! curls of glossy black ! 

And ^tis a woman Hassan's arms doth clasp ! 

XIV. 

''Allah! ZuHeka!" 

*' Yes, 'tis she who lies 
Within thine arms, my Hassan, and who dies. 
As she would die, reclining on thy breast, 
In thine embrace hushed to eternal rest. 
I left my home to be here by thy side. 
And be in death as in my life thy bride. 
Farewell, my Hassan ! I feel in my heart 
Stern Azrael tells me I must soon depart. 
Weep not for me, we meet again above. 
Adored one, in a Paradise of Love !" 

XV. 

While thus he held her in his manly arms. 

And gazed upon her face in wild despair. 
Seeing death slowly stealing o'er her charms, 

A roar like thousand thunders rent the air ; 
And soaring in the midst of the bright flash 

Amid the Navik's ruins, far and wide 
Dispersed, and followed by the rending crash. 

Close clasp'd together, the two lovers died. 
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MAURICE. 

A DRAMATIC POEM. 



Maubice. Adeline, a peasant girl, 

Fritz, a young hunter. Bertha, a peasant girl. 
Count Otto. Marguerite, her mother. 

Satan. 
The Scenery is laid on the Rhine. 



ACT I. 

Scene 1. Exterior of the Ruins of Rheinfels. 

Maurice (alone, pacing in agitation). Oh, Heaven ! why hast 
thou made one so fair, 
And yet so scornful ! Vainly do I strive 
To cast her image from me. Everywhere 
I see her lovely form, where'er I go, 
At morning, noon, and evening I If I stroll 
Into the thickest of the densest woo«l, 
I see her form before me, with her arms 
Stretched out to clasp me — in her languid eye 
Love painted — maddened, forward, with a bound, 
I spring, and lo ! where she hath been is space ! 
And, as I raise mine eyes, again I see 
Her further off, reposing on a bank : 
Do I approach her — it is empty air. 
I cannot bear this longer ; and, when I 
Offered to wed her, she mine offer spumed : 
She must be mine, though I do put in force 

c 



t 
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Mine awful arts to summon to my side 
The Fiend of Evil, and invoke his aid 
To win her to mine arms ; but then do I 
Not give up all my hopes of heaven hereafter ? 
Will a short life of bliss atone to me 
For endless misery in the world to come ? 
I cannot ; and — oh, God ! I see her now, 
As beautiful as though she were not one 
Of us poor mortals ; and yet this is shade ; 
And yet it cannot be, 'tis too life-like. 
She beckons to me ! on her mouth a smile 
Of love appears ! her bosom heaves, 'tis true ! 
At last, my Adeline, thou art mine own ! 

My lov'd one! Adeline, my {rxLshes forward — witti despair) 

God, 'tis gone ! 
Oh ! canst Thou see a mortal tempted thus, 
And not stretch forth Thine hand ? I will endure 
This agony no longer, I will use 
The secrets I have learned, and summon Him 
To aid me ! 

Invocation. 

Spirit ! from thy deepest Hell, 
Hear, and hearken to my spell ! 
By the storms that tear the Earth, 
Lightning, battle, plague, and dearth. 
Ruler of the dark and drear — 
Satan ! by this sign appear ! 
{He makes a sign — Thunder — Satan rises in the form of 

the fallen angel.) 
Satan. What wouldst thou, mortal ? 
Mau. Thou canst read the heart. 

Read mine, and in its tortured, broken depths, 
Learn thou for what I summoned thee ! 
Satan. I know 

Thy wish, and thou shalt have it ; but on this 
Single condition, that if I upon 
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This earth serve thee, thou art my servant when 

Thou enterest the spirit world. 
Mau. Give me 

This maid I long for, and for all that may 

Fall on my head hereafter, I care not. 

I'm reckless, mad ; I have but one desire 

To be fulfilled— rdo this, and I am thine. 
Satan. 'Tis well ; Maurice, we meet again. 
Mau. When — where ? 

Satan. When the deafening roar of thunder 

KoUs o'er Rheinfels' lofty height, 

When the flash rends rocks asunder, 

And the torrent leaps in might ; 

When the trees are bending, crasliing, 

'Neath the whirlwind's fearful power ; 

When, lashed to foam, the Rhine is dashing 

Fiercely 'gainst the Island Tower ; 

When the wild birds, shuddering, screaming, 

Fly the tempest's wrath in fear ; 

And the lightning blue is gleaming, 

Seek, and thou shalt And me here ! 

{Tliunder. Satan vauiahts.) 

Mau. 'Tis done ! oh, Adeline ! to what hath thine 
Incomparable beauty swayed me ? Ha ! 

Good Genius rises. 

What art thou? thou art not of mortal mould. 

And yet thou art not one of the dark fiends 

That follow Satan's path ; thy brow is bright 

With heavenly lustre — ^what art thou ? 
Genius. Maurice, 

I am thy guardian Genius of good ; 

I've come to warn thee from the black abyss 

Thou art now hovering over. 
Mau. Hence! avaunt! 

Thou com'st too hie I Canst bring me AA'dXvwi'^. 
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Canst make her love me ? make those lustrous eyes 

Gaze fiavouringly on mine ? 
Genius. It is firom her 

That I would win thine heart. 
Mau. That thou canst not, 

'Tis fixed as that bright sun is to its course. 
Genius. Evil hangs o'er thee if thou followest her ; 

Thou wilt be wretched on this earth, and when 

Thou quittest it, by thine own hand, thou wilt 

Be plunged into the fiery gulf. 
Mau. Ha! dost 

Thou truly tell me this ? 
Genius. This is the fate 

That hovers o'er thee if thou think'st on her. 
Mau (irresolutely). Thou say est misery upon this earth? 

Eternal hell hereafter ! 

Evil Genius rises on the other side of Maurice. 
Evil Genius. Coward ! art 

Thou now afraid ? Dost thou believe this tale ? 

Wouldst yield her up unto her favoured lover ? 
Mau. a favoured one ? 
Evil Genius. Ha ! yes ! she hath one on 

Whom she doth dote ; wouldst let him bear the prize 

From out thy grasp, when but one little deed 

Would make it thine ? E'en now they do converse. 
Mau. Thou hest, fiend I 
Evil Genius. Behold ! 

(Evil Genius waves his hand and a vision appears of 
Adeline reclining on a sofa, and Count Otto 
kneeling hy her. He presses her hand to his lips.) 
Good Genius. Believe it not ! 

'Tis a device to gain thee o'er to him. 
Mau. (in a transport of jealousy to Good Genius.) Hence ! 
phantom false ! if there existed One 

Above, whom thou sayest doth exist. He would 

Not torment mortals thus ! Ye evil powers, 
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Take me ! Pm thine ! let me revenge myself 
Upon this lover I win her^ and then I 
Care not for the hereafter. Shade ! avaunt ! 

(Good Genius vanishes slowly.) 
Thine aid is useless ! with thine heaven I have 
No more to do ! there is no God for me ! 
I've sold myself for Adeline. Ha ! Adeline ! 
Thou'rt mine now. Ha, ha, ha ! thou mayest scorn 
As thou wilt now. Thou art for mine embrace ! 
These arms shall be around thee. Ha, ha, ha ! 
My kisses shall be on thy cheek, while he 
Who now kneels by thy side shall feed the worms ! 
Ha, ha ! thou'rt mine now ! mine ! ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

(BusJies out laughing frantically — Scene closes ) 



Scene 2. The ruins ofBheinfels — Night — A terrible storm. 

Maurice (entering, enveloped in a cloak). Will Time not move 
his slow and leaden wings ? 
He standeth still. I would fain take the plunge 
As quickly as I can — not that I fear 
My drawing back ; for, had I thousand souls, 
I'd peril all for Adeline. Ha ! now 

(The village clock strikes midnight.) 
The time approaches! 

(At the last stroke a thunderbolt rends a tower near 
Maurice, and Satan rises.) 

Hast thou brought the bond ? 
Satan. 'Tis here, Maurice, it needs but with thy blood 

To be impressed. 
Mau. Give it to me I 

Satan. Here is 

The pen to sign it with. (Good Genius rises.) 

Good Genius. Maurice, restrain 

Thine hand I 'tis not too late as yet for thee 
To hope for heaven !. 
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IMau. Hence ! my spirit sways 

Me 'gainst my will. I cannot now retract ! 

(Good Genius vanishes, and Mavrici^ prepares to sign. 
The phantom of his mother rises.) 
Phantom. My son ! what wouldst thou do ? Oh, doom thyself 
Not to eternal misery ! thou didst 
Love me upon this earth ; be warned by me, 
Sign not the bond ! 

(Maurice halts, irresolute, Satan waves his hand, and 
a vision appears of Adeline asleep in her chamber.) 
Mau. Oh, God ! which way to turn? 
Phant. Dismiss the fiend — succumb not to his arts ! 

(Satan makes a sign, and the phantom of Adeline smiles 
in her sleep, and stretches her arms towards them.) 
Satan (tauntingly). She's worthy, is she not, to be the bride 
Of thy more favoured rival ? Mark the smile 
Upon her lips, the arms outstretched, she dreams 
Of him. 
Mau. (desperately.) Til sign the bond ! 

(Pierces his arm with the pen.) 
Phant. My son, 

Be warned ! 
Mau. I cannot bear this ! There — 'tis done ! 

Now Hell receive me, for I am thy prey ! 

(He signs — violent thunder and lightning, and ghostly 
shapes flit about — Satan grasps the bond and 
vanishes with fire, amid loud laughter and discordant 
yellings — Maurice falls senseless.) 

Chorus of Evil Spirits (invisible). 

Hail ! another soul hath yielded 

Unto our great ruler's powers ! 
Vainly hath the soul been shielded : 

Triumph all ! its fate is ours. 

Hail! aUhail! 
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Hail ! again the plains of heaven 

Are renounced for earthly joys ; 
Hated man again hath given 

Happiness for fragile toys. 

Hail ! all hail ! 

Once more hath the expectation 

Of a home beyond the skies — 
After death — ^unto temptation 

Yielded. Fiends ! he is our prize. 

HaU! aUhaU! 

Hail ! another hated spirit 

Must with us our torture share : 

Hail ! another soul doth merit 
All that we are doomed to bear. 

Hail! all hail! 

Hail ! ye demons, lift your voices ; 

Hail unto our mighty lord I 
Hell o'er one more soul rejoices : 
Hail ! o'er man, the race abhorred ! 

Hail! aUhail! 

{Scene closes.) 

Scene 3. Interior of a cottage — Adeline alone^ musing — Even- 
ing — JTie moon shines through the casement, 

Adel. Dear Otto, how he must love that he stoops 
To wed a peasant girl ! The lord of tens 
Of thousand wooded acres at my feet ! 

And I shall be a countess — ^richly dressed, 
And wear bright jewels, like the noble's wives 
I've seen pass through our village. Yet, methinks. 
Were Otto poor, I still could pass with him 
A life of happiness. So gentle, kind. 
And noble in his bearing ; on his brow 
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He bears a prince's stamp ; to others round 
He keeps a haughty mien ; but when with me, 
He's nought but Otto : Otto, dearly loved. 

I would I were away from here, that I 
Might not encounter him who follows me 
About where'er I go, and persecutes 
Me with his love. 'Tis vainly that I tell 
Him that I cannot love him. StiU he doth 
Urge on his hateful suit. Of late, too, he 
Hath worn an air that chills mine inmost heart. 
And terrifies me. Why, I know not ; but 
His look appals me, and 'tis long ere I 
Can shake the feeling off again. 'Twas but 
Just now I passed him, and his visage wore 
A look of demon triumph, which is still 
Before mine eyes. Methinks I see him now : 
His eyeballs gleaming with a lurid fire; 
A ghastly smile upon his ashen lips — 
Half sneer, half triumph. It doth chiU my veins 
To think of it ; but hence these foolish fears. 
My Otto' will be here anon, and I 

Must ready be to meet him. {Exit into an inner chamber. 
The sky becomes overcast and thunder is heard in the 
distance.} 

Maurice enters, haggard and pale. 

Mau. Now^ beauty, thou art mine. Thy scorn will now 
Avail thee not. I've staked my soul for thee. 
Ha ! 'tis her footstep. Yes, she comes this way. 
I will conceal myself an instant, while 
She enters. {Draws back.) 

Re-enter Adeline. 

Adel. (gazing out) A storm seems coming on. 'Tis strange : 
but now 
22ie moon shone brightly. Now the quivering streams 
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Of light gleam in the distance, and the roll 

Of thunder deepens ; and dear Otto has 

To ride from fax. Oh, blessed Virgin ! shield 

My lover from all harm : him safely lead 

Through all these dangers. Ha ! 

(^Starts — Maurice comes forward.) 
Mau. Dear Adeline, 

Why dost thou spurn me? Why refuse with scorn 

My proffered love ? 
Adel. Sir, I have given you 

Mine answer long ere this ; and now, to stay 

Your persecutions, know that Adeline 

Is now another^s. 
Mau. Fiends I 

Adel. Count Otto is 

To be my husband. 
Mau. (with fury) K the powers of hell 

Can stay it, he shall not ! 
Adel. How ? 

Mau. Adeline, 

I've loved thee long. With agony I've borne 

Thine answers to me. Now, that fervent love 

And suppUcations cannot make thee mine. 

Force shall assist me. Come thou must with me ! 

(Advances towards her,) 

Adel. Back, sir, and touch me not I or 

Mau. (advancing towards her) Pretty one, 

Thy threats are harmless. Thinkest thou that I knew 

Not that thou wert alone to-night, ere I 

Turned towards thy cottage ? 
Adel. (rushing to an image and clasping it) Blessed Virgin, save 

Me from this fiend ! 
Mau. (bitterly) Ha ! fiend thou mayest term 

Me now indeed. The Virgin cannot save 

Thee from me. Come ! (lie seizes her,) 

Adel, Otto I wliere ax\* \\io\3i'^ 
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(Maurice endeavours to force her away from the image 
to which she still clings — The door is suddenly burst 
open, and Count Otto appears with his drawn sword 
in his hand,) 
Otto. Here ! 

(Maurice, on seeing him, quits Adeline ; and, drawing 
his sword, rushes on him.) 
Mau. Ha ! rival ! devil ! Fate hath sent thee here 
To perish by mine hand. 

(^He attacks him Jiercely, while Adeline, still clasping the 
image, looks on in terror — After a desperate combat, 
Maurice is run through the body and falls.) 
Adel. (rushing to Count Otto) My Otto, thou art safe ? 
Otto. Mine own one, yes ; 

But we must hence before this body be 
Discovered. 
Adel. Is he dead ? 
Otto. If not, he must 

Be wounded mortally. He cannot live. 
My sword passed through his chest. We cannot be 
Of use to him. He is beyond all help. 
I'll see thee to thine aunt's, and on the road 
Thou wilt inform me how this came to pass. 
The storm is o'er again ; the moon shines bright. 
Come, Adeline ! 

{Exeunt. Apause^ and then Satan rises near Maurice, 
who revives,, and gazes round without seeing him.) 
Mau. (faintly) Gone I Traitorous fiend thou art ! I'll burst 
thy bonds 
Before the life which I feel ebbing fast 
Doth quit me altogether ! Satan ! Fiend ! 
Accursed demon ! listen to me I 
Satan (advancing). Here 

Am I, What wouldst thou? 
Mau. Fiend I is this the way 

Thoukeep'st thy promise? Adeline is lost — 
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I wounded to the death ; but if thou break^st 

Thy word, I break my bond. I'm thine no more. 

m trust to thee no longer ! Hence ! the tie 

Between us is now broken. 
Satan. Break thy bond 

Thou canst not now — ^thy fate is fixed ; but thou 

Shalt still win Adeline. 
Mau. Liar! avaimt! 

She's gone with him. I linger on the brink 

Of that deep gulf betwixt this life and death. 
Satan. I will restore thee ; thou shalt own her yet. 
Mau. (irresolutely). How can I know, thou fiend of deepest hell, 

Thou speakest truly? 
Satan. Let mine actions tell. 

(Vanishes with Maurice — Scene closes.) 

END OF act I. 



ACT II. 

Scene 1. Interior of a Cottage — Bertha alone j seated; her 
face buried in her hands — Enter Marguerite — Bertha 
rises. 

Mar. Nay, nay, my child, why shouldst thou yield thyself 

To this dejection ? K he careth not 

For thee, why care for him ? 
Bertha. !My mother, thou 

Canst not know all the anguish I endure. 

I love him madly, with a love that I 

Cannot restrain. 
Mar. And yet he loves thee not ! 

Thou'rt beautiful — ^thou'rt virtuous. 
Bertha (shuddering). Cease, mother, pray ; 

He loves me not. I once thought that he did, 

But now that dream is over. 
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Mar. Nay, child, thou 

Must oyercome this fascination. Thou 

Art paling, wasting fast ; this will not do ; 

Thou must divert the current of thy thoughts. 

{Looking out of the window,) 

I see one now who could, perhaps, the stream 

Turn into a new channel. There is Fritz, 

Thy suitor ; I will beckon him. He looks 

As though he wished to enter here. 
Bertha. Nay, do 

Not, mother, beckon him. 
Mar. Well, then, I wiU 

Converse with him outside. I fain would learn 

The news to-day. (Exit.) 

Bertha. Oh, Maurice ! couldst thou know 

The pangs I feel — ^the love I bear to thee. 

Thou wouldst compassion have ! Thou didst once swear, 

And that not long ago, thou wouldst be true 

To Bertha ; but that was an idle oath. 

And thou wilt look no more upon her who 

Hath been thy victim ! My poor mother ! how 

Dare I inform her of her daughter's fall ! 

'Twill break her heart I Maurice ! dost thou not bear 

A spark of justice in thy breast, that thou 

Dost now desert me ? Oh, Maurice, adored I 

Beloved ! canst thou now behold the shame 

Thou'st caused, and not feel pity ? WiU that hand 

That hath so often clasped mine own, not now 

Stretch forth to save me ? (Recovering herself) But I must 
conceal 

This firom my mother, and wear outwardly 

An ease, while in my heart the barb doth pierce. 

(Exit, slowly.) 

Scene 2. The open Country — Satan and Maurice. 

Mau. Thou'st promised that she shall be mine to-night. 
See that thou keep to it. 
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Satan. Wait till the shadea 

Of night steal o'er the plain. I have her tracked ; 

She is within the cottage, and alone. 

Thinking thee dead, she hath no fear of an 

Attempt again. A steed shall wait without ; 

Then thou may'st bear away thy longed-for prize. 

I promised it, and thou shalt have her. 
Mau. Fiend ! 

Thou hast poured life anew into these veins. 

My wish will be accomplished. 
Satan. Where dost thou 

lutend to bear the pretty bird ? Where is 

Her cage to be ? 
Mau. Within the Rheinfels' keep. 

There are two chambers there I have prepared 

To welcome her ; none know on't save myself, 

And no one will suppose that she can be 

Within the Rheinfels' ruins. 
Satan. It is well. 

At midnight. 
Mau. Fear not that I shall be there. (Exeunt.) 

Scene 3. Interior of Adeline'' s Cottage — Niglit. 

Enter Adeline. 

Adel. {speaking to Bertha without), Nay, Bertha, dearest, 
wilt thou not come in ? 
The evening lowers, and thou lookest tired ; 
The dews of night will chill thee. Come, dear friend ! 
Stay here until to-morrow. 

Enter Bertha. 

This room shalt 
Thou have, and there is mine ; we shall be close 
Together. Thou art weary. Nay, if thou 
Wilt not, I must command thee to take rest. 
Good night ! All angels guard thee ! 

{Exeunt into separate rooms. 
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A storm comes on — ^Maurice enters masked^ and with a 
large cloak on his arm,) 
Mau. Now, Satan, fail me not. 

{He enters Adeline's room — From whence ^ in a few 
minutes^ is heard a scream and sounds of struggling ; 
and then Maurice hears out Adeline enveloped in 
the cloak — As they pass Bertha's room she rushes 
out.) 

Bertha. Adeline, dear 

(Adeline's struggles tear off Maurice's mask^ which 
falls — Recognising him) 

Oh ! ray God, Maurice ! 
{Falls senseless — ^Maurice bears Adeline towards the 
door, outside which is seen a black steed waiting — 
Maurice vaults on its hack with Adeline, and 
vanishes amid fiendish laughter and thunder.) 



ACT in. 

Scene 1. A Wood — Enter Bertha, her hair disordered^ and 
her manner showing that she is mad. 

Bertha {sings plaintively) — ^ 

He Cometh not ; why doth he stay ? 
Why doth Maurice his steps delay ? 
{Listening) Ha ! yes, he comes ! No, 'tis the wind 

Amid the branches. Ah ! unkind [snjire 

Art thou, Maurice! — {considering) Perhaps some 
Hath chanced to him — perhaps some fair 
One hath estranged him from me I 
{Speaking fiercely) Hal 

If I remember, did I not behold 
Him bear another off? or, was't a dream ? 
I'hou pretty flower shalt tell me. Come to me. 

{Plucks aflower^ and pulls off the leaves one by one.) 
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He loves me — ^loves me not — ^he loves me. No ! 

He doth not love me ! Oh, Maurice ! is't true 

Dost thou not love ? (Sings plaintiveli/.) 

A maid was wooed, 

And then was left : 

Too late she rued 

Hei' fault. A cleft 

Of rock conceals 

Her once sweet form ; 

And, as the wheels 

Of the hurrying storm 

Sweep o'er her head, 

A voice comes straight 

From her icy bed — 

" Beware my fate ! " (Speaking.) 

It is a legend true, I saw her once 
Upon a stormy night. She looked on me, 
And warned me with a glance. (Sings.) 

A voice comes straight 

From her icy bed — 

" Beware my fate ! " 

(Exit slowly f singing.) 

Scene 2. A well-furnished apartment in the RheinfeW keep, — 
Adeline alone, her face buried in her hands. 

Enter Maurice. 
^Maurice. Lady ! 
Adeline (starting up). What have I done that thou shouldst 

Me thus, Maurice ? [treat 

!Maurice. Thou hast done that which stirs 

Up all the fiercest passions in the breasts 

Of mortals, and makes them hke demons. Thou 

Hast scorned an ardent love. 
Adeline. Let me return 

Unto my friends again. 
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m 

Maurice. Xo. 

Adeline. What wouldst thou ? 

Hast thou not robbed me of an honoured name ? 

Hast thou not blasted all my hopes in life ? 

Monster ! Is thy revengefiil nature not 

Yet satisfied ? What wouldst thou more with me ? 

Wouldst add a murder to thine other crime ? 

If so, then do it quickly ; e'en stern Death 

Hath no such terrors as thy hated love ! 
Maurice. Lady, thou dost mistake me. Thou shalt be 

Free to return when I have taken care 

Of mine own safety. 
Adeline. Look thou well to that. 

The bloodhounds of the law shall hunt thee down 

The instant I escape. 
Maurice. Ha ! say'st thou so? 

Then we must guard against an escapade 

By fastening the bird within. Then here 

Thou mayest unto stony walls complain, 

See if they'U listen to thee! (Goes to the window.) 

Tell the bars 

Before the window of thy fate ; none else 

Wilt thou have, save the trees and whistling wind. 

To hearken to thee ! 

(Adeline regards him scornfully, as Maurice goes out 
fastening the door behind him — Adeline buries her 
face in her hands — A pause, and then the tapestry 
is lifted^ and Bertha appears in the aperture — She 
looks round vacantly^ and then comes forward and 
touches Adeline.-) 
Adeline (starting). Bertha ! 
Bertha (regarding her). Who art thou, maiden? I should know 

Thy kindly voice? 
Adeline. Bertha, what ails thee ? Dost 

Thou not know Adeline ? 
Bertha (musingly). Ah ! Adeline — 
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Methinks I know that name ; and art 
Thou she ? 
Adeline (wildly). Oh ! gaze not so npon me, Bertha ! 
Great Grod ! her mind is gone ! Bertha, dost thou 
Not know thy Adeline? 
Bertha (fiercely^ appearing to recollect). Yes — I know now! 

Thou art my rival for Maurice's love I 
Abeune. I love him not — ^I hate him! 
Bertha (solemnly). Maiden, thou 

Speak'st not the truth. "No one can look upon, 
And not adore, him. (Sings.) 

The moon is gleaming 
0*er golden grain 
Her ladiance streaming 
Upon the plain, 
Where rides a knight 
To his mistress dear, 
And the clear, calm light 
Silvers helm and spear. 
(Speaking.) But I must return 

And look for him. Wilt thou assist me, maid? 
He waits for me within the wood. 
Adeline (with anguish). Maurice ! 

Is this thy deed ? 
Bebtha. Maurice ! Yes, 'tis his name,— - 
Is't not a pretty one ? But thou must not 
Term him so ; but my lips must call him thus, 
Mine, mine alone ! 

But, maiden, come with me, 
And thou shalt secretly behold his fiBice. (Sings.) 

He waits beside 
The old beech-tree. 
And his glances roam 
Through the wood for me. 
(Bertha leads Adeline to the opening^ which' they go 
through, letting fall the tapestry over it again — Scene 
closes.) D 
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ScEXE 3. The foot of a tremendous precipice — Bertha lying 

dead. 
Enter Maurice, without seeing the corpse, 

Mau. Escaped ! and how ? The door closed, window barred ; 
How could she flee ? Ha ! now I recollect, 
Hell's curses on my memory ! — ^there was 
Within that chamber, cunningly contrived, 
A secret door cut in the stone, which led 
Into the forest. Curses on the girl ! 
I must look to myself. {Turns and sees the body.) 

Ha! what is this? 
Adeline I no ; 'tis poor Bertha ! 

(Fritz appears through the bushes^ pale and haggard — 
Maurice starts up and they confront one another 
over the body.) 

Fritz (fiercely). Devil! now 

I have encountered thee ! See, this poor clay ! 
Thou didst to madness drive her by thy base 
And coward acts ; and by her corse I've sworn 
To be revenged on thee— draw, demon ! draw ! 

(They draw and fight ^ and Fritz is killed — a laugh is heard^ 
and Satan rises), 

Satan (derisively). Good, good ! Maurice ! — another added to 

Thy list of victims ; 'tis a noble score 

For one to make ; the mother of thy Bertha 

Hath died this morning of a broken heart. 

Caused by her daughter's madness ; this death, too, 

I owe to thee ! 
^Iau. Cease, cease thy devilish taunts ! 

It was thy deed ! 
SatAn. Nay ; 'tis the deed of Man, 

To win a girl and cast her off ; we fiends 

Cling to our loves !* 



See Byron's " Heaven and Earth." 
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Maurice raises his sword. 

Beware ! strike not ! I am 
Invulnerable to thy puny gteel ; 
Thou mayest strike as wdl the flinty rock ! 
Mau. Devil ! what wouldst thou? 
Satan. I would feast mine eyes 

Upon my victim ; thou art mine I 
Mau. (tauntingly.) 

Not yet. 

{Shouts and cries are htard. ) 
Satan. There you mistake ; the villagers are roused 
By Adeline, and come to take thee now I 
Nay, thou canst not escape, they circle thee 
On every side ! Ha ! ha ! 

(Maurice makes a desperate blow at him with his sword, 
Satan catches the weapon and twists it out of his hand, 
vanishing with it in fire, and amid loud laughter — 
2%e villagers rtish in headed by Count Otto, and 
surround Maurice.) 

Otto. Secure the monster ! Ha I another trace 

Of his deeds here I Oh ! wert thou treble-lived, 

That thou might^st thrice feel death ! 
Mau. Ha ! ha ! Sir Count ! 

Thy rival was more fortunate than thou ! 

Thou'st lost thy bride ! now mayst thou, in thine heart, 

Feel the sharp pangs of disappointed love ! 

The agony by day, the sleepless night. 

The ever-gnawing pain within the breast, 

The mad, the intense longing, which doth burn 

Within the breast, for vengeance on the one 

Who hath caused all I Thou hast made me feel this ; 

Thou hast half maddened me by thy success ! 

And now I triumph o'er thee ! Now shalt thou 

Feel in thy breast the same ! I am avenged 

On thee I and care not for my punishment ; 

d2 
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My life is forfeit ! but thy heart is dark ! 
Otto. Hence with him to the dungeon ! (Exeunt — Tlie 

villagers dragging Maurice, who sullenly submits^ while 
others bear off the bodies,) 

Scene 4. Interior of a dungeon — ^Maurice alone. 

Mau. Condemned and sentenced to a felon death ! 

Fool, fool was I to have unto the fiend 

Yielded myself. And yet — is there a Grod? 

K He existed, should we tempted be 

By demons, far beyond our strength to bear? 

No, He cannot exist. And yet did not 

My mother's spirit warn me ? Would the dead 

So lie unto the living ? Who made all 

This earth ? It is no work of Satan's hand ; 

It is too beautiful and bright for his. 

All nations own Him ; own One who is o'er 

All nature, and the Ruler of the world. 

And I resisted not ; I tried not to 

Throw off the mesh that was around me, and, 

Like to the lion in the snaring web. 

But drew it closer roimd me when I should 

Have made one mighty effort, and escaped. 

And have I lost all now ? Do I know Him 

But to depart for ever from His presence ? 

Alas ! weak fool I 

(Voices outside.) "Death to Maurice! Death to the 
murderer," &c. 
Mau. Ha ! but I will not die 

By their base hands ; I have my dagger still I 

Save me, then, steel, from them. (Stabs himself.) 

(Faintly.) Oh 1 God, had I 

Known thee before ! 

(Satan rises.) 
Satan. Ha ! ha I thy prayers are now 

Of no avail. Thou'rt mine, and hell awaits 

Thee. Come I (Noises increase outside.) 
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Mau. (clasping his hands and looking up.) Oh I save me I 

(He dies,) 
Satan. Come, the yawning gulf 

Is ready for thee I Come I 

(Vanishes in fire with Maurice — The door is hurst open^ 
and the villagers enter and gaze astonished on the 
empty cell — Tableau — Scene closes.) 



OLGA. 

A TALE OF SEBASTOPOL. 
I. 

The echoing roar of guns' fierce roll 
Soimds round besieged Sebastopol, 
And wide the deadly hail of shot 
Falls thickly on each open spot. 
Domes, palaces, and houses Mly 
And shattered grows the city's wall, 
Yet still hold out the leaguered band, 
And die, like brave men, sword in hand. 

n. 

A murky smoke obscures the air, 
Burst every instant by a glare 
Of flame, and then a rushing sound 
Is heard — a crash — and on the ground, 
In shivered fragments, scattered wide, 
Lies a tall pillar which, in pride, 
A moment but before its head 
Reared o'er the dying and the dead. 



III. j 



And now, their polished bayonets gleaming 
'Mid the red radiance on them streaming 
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From the bright blaze of fanes oh fire, 
A troop pass slowly — ^their attire 
Begrimed with dust and smoke ; a low 
And melancholy scream doth grow 
Louder and londer, and a crash 
Is heard — a globe falls — a bright flash — 
And then a roar bursts on the air ; 
The smoke clears off — ^where are they? where 
Are those who but now strode along 
In strength ? all vanished is the throng. 
But, scattered in the plippery mud, 
Lie, mingled, forms bedrenched in blood ; 
Some headless; some, a gaping wound 
Spills their last life-drops on the ground ; 
Some clench their weapons ; everywhere 
Is seen the fading or glazed stiEure. 
And lo ! the prowling dogs rush on 
To finish what the shell begun ; 
Tearing and gorging o'er their foul 
And human feast, with many a howl, 
And combat as they gnaw the limbs 
, Ere scarce the eye in death-gaze dims. 

rv. 

'Tis night ; and Nature, soft and still, 

Contrasts with such a scene of ill; 

The moon o'ertops the lofty, circling hills 

In quiet beauty, and the murmuring rills 

Flow on as peacefully as e*er, although 

Their depths contain full many a slaughtered foe. 

A quiet reigns around, save where a cry 

Marks a poor victim in Jiis agony. 

Who feels that it is hard so young to die ; 

(But death spares none — ^the old, the lovely, young. 

At all his dart remorselessly is flung ; 

Youth, beauty, wealth, availeth not to save 

A single being from the yawning grave ; — ) 
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Or where a solitary flash and sullen boom 
Heralds another victim to his sudden doom. 

V. 

Within a noble palace, which yet stands, 
Despite the efforts of the hostile bands, 
A lovely female form, on bended knee, 
Implores an officer — 

" It may not be, 
Mine own dear Olga, I to-night must go 
To lead my countrymen against the foe ; 
I fain would stay with thee, but, when my land 
Calls on me. Love must give place to the brand. 
Yet think not, dearest, I would rather go, — 
That Power above which knoweth hearta below. 
Is witness of the pangs which tear my heart 
At separating ; but I must depart. 
Though life is sweet, and death be dark and drear ; 
Yet to a soldier honour is more dear. 
Our foes insult, and say that one can buy 
Our honour ; but to-night the dastard lie 
Shall be hurled in their teeth, and they shall learn 
That courage in a Russian heart doth bum. 
Yet, dry thy tears, dear Olga ; with thy prayer 
To shield me from all harm, the swords will flash 
Around me, and the bullets through the air 
Will whistle harmlessly ; I, from the crash 
Of battle, shall yet once more to thine arms 
Return in safety ; we shall meet again 
In love. Yet, hark ! I must now leave thy charms. 
Our regiments are now marching towards the plain ! " 

VI. 

He tears himself away, his bosom heaving 
With no unmanly feelings, and hath passed 
The gates within which his fond heart is leaving 
All that it cared for ; and one look is cast 
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Behind him ; — and he marches, ^mid the gloom, 
To where his regiment silently steals on 
Towards the foe — ^to glory or the tomb ; 
Their forms grow lees distinct, and they are gone ! 

vn. 

From a small loop-hole in a shattered tower, 
Overlooking the foe's camp, do Olga's eyes 
Endeavour vainly to perceive where cower 
Her country's troops, beneath the mists which rise 
From out the earth, as onward draws the night ; 
All round hath now grown still ! — ^far, far away. 
The watch-fires' of the enemy red light 
Gleams dully, and lights onward to their prey 
Her lover's regiment. For three hours and more 
Doth Olga gaze along the misty plain 
In vain ; when, suddenly, a flash breaks o'er 
The mountain's base ; again, and then again. 
Bright quivering flashes thro' the gloaming dart 
Along a line irregularly drawn. 
Seeming like vapours from the earth to start, 
While sharp reports upon the air are borne. 
The flashes quicker grow, and then a blaze 
Of flame bursts from a battery, and the crash 
That follows dies away along the bays 
Where 'gainst the ships the sea-waves idly plash. 

VIII. 

Another, and another roar awakes 
The echoes of the mountains ; stream on stream 
Of fire is belched along, the bellowing shakes 
The ground, and swiftly, swifter, darts the gleam 
From the sharp musketry, whose ceaseless roll 
Is heard amid the few and short delays 
Between the cannon ; while, towards their goal, 
Her country^B Jines of fire Btill onward blaze. 



I 
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IX. 

The air is groaning 'neath the ceaseless whirl 
Of bursting shells and shot, and clouds of smoke 
Roll o'er the field with slow and heavy curl, 
And cover death's stem banquet with a cloak. 

X. 

Hour after hour did she watch thus, and pray 
To Heaven, upon her knees, to spare his life, 
Until dull night gave place to murky day. 
And closer, fiercer, rolled the sounds of strife. 

XI. 

There meets the Moskov with his British foe 
In the stern grapple for the mastery twined ; 
And sharper, deadlier, doth the conflict grow. 
As all earth's fearful weapons are combined. 
The foemen meet in lines of serried steel. 
And awftd is the shock. The Russian ranks 
Recoil before the British charge, and wheel 
To stem the onslaught of the coming Franks. 

XII. 

Fresh succours to the Russian host advance ; 
And obstinately is each spot of ground 
Disputed with brave Britain and fierce France, 
While balls and bullets thickly fall aroimd. 
Shells burst amid the striving crowds, and tear 
The combatants to pieces ; and the grass 
Is thickly strewn with corses. Everywhere 
Death shakes exultingly his empty glass. 

XIII. 

The roar of bursting shells pervades the mist. 
Mixed with loud oaths and cries and clash of steel. 
Each presses fiercely on, nor doth desist 
Until the fatal bullet make& \mxi t^. 
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Flash follows flash in quick succession, and 

Whole lines of foemen fall as stricken com. 

With brow compressed, and blade yet grasped in hand. 

Their spirits have unto their Maker gone. 

XIV. 

Squadron meets squadron; and, with one wild cheer 
On either side, they meet as wave meets wave ^ 

In tempest. Scorning danger, foes to fear. 
They seek for victory or an honoured grave. 

XV. 

Repulsed, the Moskovs charge again : again 
Their massive columns are hurled headlong back. 
Encumbering the green sward with their slain ; 
Still the survivors press upon their track. 

XVI. 

High o'er the whiz of shot the heartfelt cheer 

Of Britain's lines is mingled with the yell 

Of vengeance from the Russians in the rear. 

As on they press in desperate pele-mele. 

Ea«h inch of ground is fought for with despair 

And courage. Neither yield up but with life. 

While over all the shells and rockets glare, 

And dimly, 'mid the mist, reveal the strife. 
***** 

^^ ^^ ^^ ^^ ^F 

The mist irom the plain is uprising in air. 

And the unclouded sun brightly shines in the blue. 

And hushed is the rattle, and vanished the glare 

Of the strife, and the hills grow distinct to the view. 

Winding slowly along o'er the hill-range — ^the coast. 

Come the bands of the Russians in scattered array, 

Though too far to distinguish a face in the host. 

Their appearance proclaims who hath conquered that day. 
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They slowly approach, and the nearer they draw 
Show the signs of the strife in which they have engaged : 
Crashed and mangled in limb, bodies covered with gore, 
They are proo& of the fury with which the strife raged. 

XVIII. 

They enter through their city's gates, 

Where yet poor Olga's love awaits 

Her Ivan. Slowly on they pass. 

Sullenly eyeing the trampled grass 
Where it is sprinkled with blood from a comrade's wound. 
Whose life ebbeth fast through the scarf bound around. 

XIK, 

Thousands have passed, and yet Olga descries 
Not her Ivan, through tears which bedim her bright eyes 
At her countryman's wounds; but there is yet a smart 
Which is harder to bear — 'tis the pain at her heart. 

XX. 

The sun sinks o'er the crimsoned hill, 
And Olga's anxious gaze doth still 
Search 'mid the straggling, wounded few 
That enter slowly. No one knew 
Aught of the captain, Ivan, save 
He fought the bravest of the brave. 
He had been seen amid a mass 
Of foemen, shivering, like glass, 
Their weapons round, his sabre gleaming 
Wherever the death-flash was streaming. 
Again, again his faltering band 
Against the British few, who manned 
Their small redoubt, he bravely led, 
While many a foe his blade dyed red ; 
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Till at the last rush of the foe, 
When the Moskovs were swept to the valley below, 
He was lost to their sight, and the fierce attack 
Had prevented their taking their wounded back. 



XXI. 

The silver crescent hovers o'er the plain, 

And lights the fields of blood ; its radiance streams 

Upon the gory bodies of the slain, 

Tinging their helmets with its peaceful beams. 

It shines upon the faces cold in death, 

Whereon the last thoughts are stamped everywhere ; 

Most there are scowling — some, whose latest breath 

Seems to have passed away in fervent prayer. 

XXII. 

Some, as though yet alive, are taking aim, 
The musket stiffened in the lifeless grasp ; 
Some, locked together, have died by the same 
Shot ; still entwined, they lie in the last clasp. 

xxni. 

The wind moans o'er the plain, and waves the hair 
O'er their pale foreheads ; and the shadows spread 
Across their faces, and their eyes' cold glare 
Appears to move, as though the silent dead 
Would rise and walk again. A sudden chill 
Kuns thro' the veins as the low, sighing breeze 
Sweeps gently o'er their forms — ^alasl so still — 
And doth the gazer's heart with horror fireeze. 

XXIV. 

The moon lights up a dark and wandering form. 
Which glides amongst the dead, where, thickly strown, 
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They lie, ploughed up and torn by the fierce storm 

Of shot, like grass in all its beauty mown. 

It glides along, examining each face 

Upon the field of death, with earnest gaze, 

As though it strove some well-loved form to trace 

Amid the icy ranks of Death's arrays. 

XXV. 

It hath, beneath the pale and stilly night, 
A wild, unearthly look, as though it were 
One of the spirits of the silent night — 
Misty and imsubstantial as the air. 

XXVI. 

It hovereth on amid a heap of dead. 
Piled up in layers near a small redoubt, 
Where, mingled in a mass of grey and red. 
The foemen lie ; the earth all round about. 
Trampled and torn, bears token that the strife 
Was desperate on that spot ; on every face, 
Set in the mould in which it last had life, 
Hath stem determination left its trace. 

XXVII. 

It searches 'mid the bodies, turning o'er 
Their mangled forms, which scarcely now retain 
A human look, all covered with thick gore. 
And gaping wounds yet giving forth life's rain, 

xxvni. 

The wearied sentinel, upon the mound, 

Worn out with fighting, paces up and down, 

Regardless of its form, and goes his round^ 

DreamiDg of the assault upon tlaa Wwn, j 
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XXIX. 

Hark ! what was that ? a loud, unearthly screaming 

Is echoing in the air, across the field, 

Forms spring up round the watchfires redly gleaming, 

Grasping the weapons they expect to wield. 

The bugle sounds, preparing for defence, 

And columns rise to face the fancied foe. 

But nought is heard — ^not e'en the quickest sense 

Of hearing can detect a sound below. 

XXX. 

The camp grows still again ; the moon shines o'er 
The wearied soldiers, who in slumber lie 
In that brief respite from the battle's roar. 
Dreaming of home, to rise next morn and die. 

^^r ^^^ ^*" ^^* ^^* 

XXXI. 

The morning sun o'ertops the mountain crest, 
And forth the victors go towards the plain. 
To place the dead within their mother's breast, 
And pay the last sad honours to the slain. 

XXXII. 

Amid a heap of corpses was there found 

A lovely woman, whose cold lips were pressed 

Upon an officer's, her arms around 

Him tightly in love's last embrace compressed. 

XXXIII. 

Both pale as marble — on his noble brow 
A deep scar marked his death- wound ; but no token 
Of pain was on his fex5e — Death could not bow 
The spirit for whose loss her heart had broken. 
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XXXIV. 



The victors gazed upon the painful sight, 
Their eyes with manly tears of pity filled — 
The brave respect the brave ; but cowards fight 
With words and bluster o'er a foeman killed. 

XXXV. 

They buried them beneath the little mound 
Whereon he fell ; and, as their latest breath 
Had left them in despairing love's clasp bound, 
They severed not the last embrace of death. 

XXXVI. 

Oh, war ! fell demon ! wheresoever thine hand 
Is stretched, what scenes of agony we trace ! 
Yet thou art welcome, when our native land 
Cannot remain in peace but with disgrace. 



THE LOST RING. 

A FRAGMENT. 



From a mossy spot on the shelving banks of the swift-flowing 
Rhine, which rusheth along its arrowy course beneath the clear 
moonlight, comes a soft strain of fairy music, blending with the 
rippUng of its waters. From beneath the foliage, cometh forth 
a gay group of fairies, eager to join in the swift mazes of the 
seducing waltz. The faun, perched on the gnarled stem of an 
old oak, strikes up one of those entrancing airs which waft us 
into fairyland on music's breath, and in an instant all are 
whirling roimd and round in its voluptuous mazes, upon Nature's 
velvet carpet. A few sit apart, and watch the dancers. These 
are the King and Queen, and several of their attendants. Glow- 
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worms light up the sward, and glittering Luna pours a flood of 
light on their ball-room turf, leaving several sequestered nooks 
in deep shadow, wherein several of the dames of honour are 
listening to the love-tales of the fairy nobles. 

But one fairy wanders apart from the rest and meditates. 

Why joins she not the merry, whirling throng of dancers, 
or the votaries of Cupid ? The lovely Myrtle-blossom careth 
for neither ; none of the nobles of the court have ever won a 
smile from her pretty mouth, or encircled her tiny waist in 
the dance. 

Near to the bright dell wherein the fairies hold their revel, 
lies a form upon the turf asleep. It is a young man of about 
twenty summers, tall, and beautifully formed. His head reclines 
easily on his arm, and his chest rises and falls in the regular 
breathings of quiet slumber. A dark, silken moustache shades 
a lip that Phidias might have copied from. The moon looks 
kindly on him through the overhanging boughs, shading her 
light from his face lest she should waken him. 

It is Diana and Endymion again. 

The shrubs gently wave as Myrtle-blossom comes forth. 
She starts upon perceiving the youth, and curiously and 
admiringly surveys him. "Ah!" exclaimeth she, inwardly, 
" such a one should I covet for a lover ! None of those gaudy 
minions of the court could ever move me as the sight of this 
mortal hath done. What dreameth he of? Nought ! I will 
enter his dreams." And, noiselessly as the evening moth, 
hovers the fairy above the sleeper, breathing forth this spell, — 

" Let Love in thy visions reign, 
Glow in every polse^s beat ; 
Wander through thy slumbering brain, 
Steep thy sense in phantoms sweet ; 
Let it chain thine heart yet free, 
Dream of Love, and dream of me /" 

The voice dies away, and the fairy pauseth to watch the effect 

of her spell. ' And, lo ! the youth murmurs words of endear- 

ment in bia sleep, and stretches forth his arms^ as though to 
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' clasp a loved one to his breast. The fay murmurs with delight, 
" He dreameth of me I" His lips pout forth as though to kiss, 
and the fairy, lightly touching them with her ruby mouth, 
draws a ring from his finger, and vanishes through the trees. 
The dreamer^s sleep groweth calm and quiet again, and nought 
is heard, save the murmuring of the deep waters of the onward 
rushing Rhine. 

^^f ^^f ^^* •^ ^^ 

It is morning, and the golden sun lights up the fair face of 
Fatherland ; and Oscar hath returned to his home, pondering 
on the vision of the previous night. " Oh ! could I meet with 
such a one ! " murmureth he, in a transport of love ; '* how blest 
would be my lot ! But, alas ! 'twas but a dream — a shadow — a 
creature of my brain, and I am still alone 1 Yes, alone I for 
though there are many round, I care nought for them ; my 
heart hath no one to cling to, and, though in the midst of fair 
fEkces, I am alone !'^ 

Towards the evening Oscar misseth his ring, and, bethinking 
him of his sleep by the Rhine, he bendeth his steps thither to 
seek for it, as the moon riseth in calm beauty over the lofty 
summits of the Siebengebirge. As he searcheth by the rapid 
waters, Myrtle-blossom hovereth round him, singing — 

*^ Sleep I and once more through thy slumbers 
Let dear Love its visions weave; 
Dream of her, who minutes numbers, 
Till thine heart to hers doth cleave. 
In thy visions let her be 
Dream of Love, and dream of me!" 

The strain is borne gently off by attendant Echoes ; and Oscar, 
slowly stretching himself on the sward, becomes locked in 
slumber. Again are his arms stretched forward — again his lips 
move, and he murmureth, " Adored 1 beloved onel may my 
ring upon thy finger unite us thus for ever I " 

The fay bends over him with delight, and presses kiss after 
kiss upon his lips ; but Oscar, vainly eiidft«c^o\xra\^ \j^ OaK^\^^ 
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phantom-love, awakes; and the fay vanishes, and Oscar is 
alone. 

'* Oh!" groaneth he, in the anguish of despair, "beautiful 
vision! why dost thou appear but to vanish? why rend the 

heart of one who already loves thee to distraction? why ? " 

but his utterance is suddenly checked, as, approaching along a 
moonht glade, cometh a lovely girl of seventeen or eighteen 
summers — ^the creation of his dream ! With a wild cry of joy 
he rusheth forward and casteth himself at her feet. 



*' And, oh !" exclaimed Oscar, after the first transports of a 
love confessed and returned had passed ; " am I then so blest 
as to own the bright vision of my dreaming hours ? " 

And the fay replied, '' Oscar, I am but a fairy, and, as such, 
can only visit the earth in this form for a few hours once during 
the year. But I will be with thee thus every night in thy 
slumbers, and together will we wander through the paradise of 
dreams. K thou canst love me thus, I am thine ; but if thou 
thinkest that thine heart will be estranged from Myrtle-blossom 
by the beauties of thy wakeful hours, I leave thee. Canst thou, 
Oscar, love me so ?" 

A passionate embrace, that spoke more of true love than all 
the earth's vows and protestations, was the reply. 

* . * * * 

They were wedded in the presence of the fairy court, and 
never had the moon shone on such a revel as that which 
followed the ceremony. 

« « « « « 

And Oscar now careth nought for the day, but wanders 
through the groves and amid the trees during the golden reign 
of the sun. It is only as evening draweth on that he rouseth 
himself and awaiteth with joy for the night to bear h\m to the 
arms of his beloved Myrtle-blossom. 
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THE CZAR. 



But yester mom the proud and mighty lord 

Of million serfs, and almost boimdless lands ; 
Convulsing Europe with his single word, 

With one wave of his arm the glittering brands 
Of war unsheathing; and his countless bands 

Of warriors urging 'gainst the Moslem faith ; 
Marking his vast ambition on the sands 

In ruddy pools, and forms bereft of breath ; 
And now a senseless mass, locked in the arms of Death ! 

Yet hold I Upbraid him not ! a mightier One 
Than thou hath judged him I in his Mother's breast 

Lay him with reverence ; his race is run ; 
He is beyond your vengeance, let him rest ; 

Before his Judge his deeds must be confessed. 
Seek not, then, to infringe upon His Throne ! 

Gro I earthworms ! ye have also much transgressed ! 
Ere ye the mote which in his eye hath grown 

Pluck forth, remark the beam which lowers in thine own. 



ENGLAND'S BRAVES. 

No urn have they, no bust ; they own 

No place of rest within their land ; 
They fell as they had fought — alone, — 

Grasping no fond and soothing hand : 
Their only requiem the waves 

Moan o'er the tombs of England's braves. 
Aye, brave were they ; not only strife. 

Where heated blood may goad men on. 
Attested it ; disease was rife. 

And in cold blood their course was run ; 

e2 
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• 

Yet, without murmuring, in their graves 

Sank the lone hearts of England^s braves. 
Might they have been preserved ? A dread 

And awful whisper murmurs, " Yes ; " 
The most of those, alas ! now dead ! 

Were lost through worse than carelessness. 
No necessaries Nature craves ! 

Hush ! tell not Jiow fell England's braves. 
Yet, though the surf and sighing wind 

But mourn them there, their names are here 
Preserved ; they leave a name behind 

That will resound through every sphere, 
And Fame undying laurels waves 

Above the names of England's braves. 



SORROW. 



Dark thoughts are like the flowing waves. 

Which, slow receding from the shore. 
Restore the shells their plunging laves 

To peace and quietude once more ; 
But soon again the billows foam, 

And back they surge with force renewed ; 
Thou canst not drive them from their home ; 

They reign resistless, unsubdued. 
So sorrow, though perhaps it may 

Be forced ite empire to depart, 
Yet never wholly yields its sway, 

But soon again usurps the heart. 
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CONCEALED LOVE. 

The flowers planted on the tomb 
May sweetly smell and freshly blow ; 

Their brightness may conceal ite gloom 
Awhile, but there is Death below. 



REMORSE. 

Prometheus, fettered to his couch of stone, 

And gnawed by vultures, felt not such sharp pain 
As souls which deep Remorse claims for its own ; 

Their agony ne'er ceases ; the quick brain, 
And the too conscious heart again, again 

Recall the act ^e would had ne'er been done. 
We may put on a face of joy, and feign 

To have but pleasant thoughts, but there is one 
Which, fixed and moveless, ever will remain 

To bow the heart, and the deep, inward soul to stun. 



CUPID. 

Nay, Cupid, hence, tormenting little sprite ! 
I prithee give my heart a little rest ; 
Was not the sacrifice I last made right, 
That thou dost still thy darts aim at my breast ? 
Why aim so much at me, thou winged boy ? 
My breast is like a sieve with all thy darts ; 
If thou must always some of us annoy. 
Go try some other, more obdurate hearts! 
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There is no glory in succumbing one 
Who kneek to thee ahready ; try and bend 
Thy foes ; there are enough beneath the sun, 
And I will thee all my assistance lend. 
We'll make a compact ; thou shalt send to me 
Some of thy power from thy realms above ; 
Fear not that I shall traitor prove to thee, 
I'd sooner yield my life, than yield my love! 



GRIEF. 

When grief weighs heavy on the soul. 

And burste the spirit's vain control, 

I love to seek the silent wood, 

And, lonely, o'er my sorrows brood. 

I hate the sympathising face. 

The soothing word, the stealthy pace. 

For they are false; I hate to see 

Grief treated as a mockery. 

But Nature soothes the woimded breast. 

And bids the painful feelings rest ; 

So calm is all around, each leaf 

In gently waving, shares our grief; 

Sweet Nature doubly dear appears. 

And our pent soul's released by tears. 



THE DISOWNED. 




Home I where is home? To me the wide, wide earth 

Is but a dreary waste of toil and care ; 

^o spot to tender feelings can give birth. 

Or with my wounded spirit sweet thoughts share ; 

Ah, no ! those words, " my home," are not known there ! 
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No well-loved spot is twined around my breast, 
No well-loved faces stem my deep despair ; 
One thought is solely to my bosom pressed, — 
That velvet sod will be my only home and rest. 



GOD BLESS OUR QUEEN ! 

God bless our Queen ! May He long on her shower 

The blessings which round her have hitherto been I 

Full nobly and well hath she wielded the power 

It hath pleased Him to give her ; oh ! God, bless our Queen ! 

Her soldiers, to die for her, forth to the battle 

Will cheerfully go ; and, amid the wild scene, 

O'er the deep boom of cannon, and musketry's rattle, 

Sound the cry of her brave hearts. Oh 1 God, bless our Queen ! 

Though the waves of sedition foam round us, they never 

Our hearts shall from England's dear sovereign wean ; 

To estrange our hearts from her will be vain endeavour, 

We are true to our monarch ; Oh ! God, bless our Queen! 

Though they be bluntly spoken, the natives of Britain 

Give loose to the feelings their honest hearts mean ; 

Where within other bosoms the feelings are written^ 

On Britons' is graven — Oh ! God, bless our Queen ! 



GRATITUDE AND LOVE. 

The sunlight glitters in the ancient hall. 
Its golden beams in flashing brightness fall 
Upon the mail hung round in grim array. 
Mixed with the spoils of many a desperate fray. 
There stand the suits of armour which have tried 
A thousand lances, and their strokes defied ; 
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There piled, gleam daggers, whose bright blades have sunk 
Oft in a heart, and its warm life-blood drunk ; 
There hang proud banners, 'neath whose heavy fold 
The form who bore them hath, in gasping, rolled, 
Clinging with his last strength unto his trust. 
Yet grasping it when Death had claimed his dust. 

Full many of those who tread the court below. 

Can tokens give of many a well-struck blow ; 

For, when their lord was young, his courage led 

Them on in battle where the bravest bled ; 

Sir Estevan's loud war-cry o'er the plain 

E'er rose from where lay, thickest heaped, the slain. 

Within the ancient hall two children play ; 

The one the only daughter of their lord — 

A laughing, loving, lovely, little fay — 

The lady Adela, by all adored. 

The other one, a youth, was to the care 

Of old Sir Estevan entrusted by 

A friend, who oft had nobly borne his share 

Of fighting 'neath Sir Estevan's war-cry. 

But death had struck him on the battle plain. 

And, as his ebbing life fast welled away. 

Sir Estevan, in charging o'er the slain. 

Checked up his steed amid the furious fray, 

And, stooping over him, while surged the wild 

And tumult battle, caught this quivering breath — 

" For friendship, Estevan, oh I guard my child! 

My Edwy 1" and his voice was hushed in death. 

Full well had Estevan performed this last 
And dying wish of friendship true and fast ; 
Young Edwy, ere his sorrows well begun. 
Was cherished by him as a favourite son ; 
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And, with his child, the sole pledge that was left 
Of his fond wife, alas ! too early reft, 
Grew up in happiness ; but fate's stem gleam 
Hung o'er the bright outset of his dream. 

They grew, and Edwy soon began to gaze 

With stronger love on Adela ; her praise 

Would make him dare what few would care to face ; 

He drew back from her sisterly embrace, 

Half happy and half timidly ; her words 

Thrilled thro' his lieart and struck yet unknown chords ; 

Hqr presence was a pleasure, yet a pain ; 

When absent, he would meet with her again, 

Yet, when they met, he fain again would fly 

From the bright glances of her deep blue eye. 

He would have told his love, but he had learned 

That name and wealth for him were to be earned ; 

He knew that he was poor, that e'en he owed 

The very vesture in which now he trode. 

To Estevan's kind heart, and would not try 

To win his only child to poverty. 

Some years had passed, and still within his soul 
His ardent love required all control 
To keep it hushed ; and Edwy now had gone 
To learn how noble armour should be borne. 
Sir Hugo d'lvry took him for his squire. 
And 'mid the clash of steel and ardour's fire, 
He strove to banish it, but all in vain. 
He sought for death upon the battle plain. 
But found it not ; once, on the field struck down. 
With joy he marked his foeman's angry frown, 
And swift descending steel ; but ere it sunk, 
The arm that bore it, severed from the trunk. 
Fell quivering on the crimsoned, slippery sward, 
And Edwy, gazing up, beheld his lord. 
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He now was rich enough to seek her hand, 

But now another bar was in his way, 

He must again his ardent love command, 

For gratitude on Edwy called to stay. 

Sir Hugo loved her, could he so return 

His debt (though nought to him), the debt of life ? 

While honour's spark within his breast did burn, 

Could he attempt to win his longed-for wife ? 

So faded his last hope — so fell the last 
Bright future upon which his hopes were cast. 
All, all was henceforth to be dark and drear, 
Yet still he stifled back the coming tear 
Of his pierced heart, and slowly struggled on, 
With all regard for life and pleasure gone. 
His gratitude but kept the swelling waves 
Of love, to which his thoughts bent abject slaves. 
From surging o'er, and bearing on their course 
All other feelings with their mighty force ; 
But as the lighthouse in the stormy sea. 
Pointing from whence the mariner should flee, 
Amid the wildest storms their fury breasts, 
And hurls the giants of the foamy crests 
Back from its bulwark, though again to surge 
With all the strength that hopes of victory urge ; 
Though madly towering in a glittering stream 
Above the lantern, stiU its quiet beam 
Lights up their anger, and withstands their shock ; 
So love was foiled by gratitude's firm rock. 

His heart no longer could support the sight 
Of her, the only star in his life's night. 
Upon another's breast. He left his home. 
Across the bleak and cheerless world to roam ; 
But, ere he far had gone, a sudden pain 
Tbrilled through hia heart, and fettered cverj "vdn.. 
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He learned that, though he won the stormy strife, 
His victory would be purchased with his life ; 
Yet he exulted that he thus could flee 
From his dark life and all its misery. 

Yes, they were wed ; and Edwy's upright heart, 
Though tortured deeply, had sustained its part ; 
Yet on his ashy, pale, and careworn fjEice, 
Death had afi&xed his sure and gloomy trace. 
Yes, though the soul had won, the body failed 
Beneath the awful shock — his body quailed 
Amid the desperate struggle, and fell death 
Stood meting out to him his scanty breath. 

The lady Adela, too, hearing he 

Was ill, would try to soothe his agony, 

And pillows place beneath his aching head, 

Unconscious that each act of kindness spread 

More burning anguish o'er his tortiu'ed soul. 

Her gentle, rosy fingers softly stole 

Along his parched-up brow, till every vein • 

Quivered and writhed beneath his inward pain. 

Weaker and weaker grew his once strong frame, 

Yet still his noble soul preserved the same 

External quiet ; on his paUid brow 

Was death's grasp — ah ! too plainly pictured now I 

The hectic blush that hovered o'er his cheek, 

Told that the lamp of life within grew weak. 

The treacherous brightness of his dark eye's gaze 

Shone with the glittering light of heaven's rays ; 

For Heaven with its all-beholding eye 

Had marked his inward struggle from on high. 

And beckoned him towards a peaceful rest, 

Eternal, in the mansions of the blest. 

» « 4iib % % 
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He fainting lay — ^his casement opened wide — 
Before him, spread around on every side, 
Fair Nature's lovely, ever lovely breast, 
Just slowly hushing in ite tranquil rest. 
But vainly for him were her beauties spread, 
Except to soothe him on his dying bed. 
The fell destroyer swiftly drew more nigh, 
And glazed with his dread touch the flashing eye. 

A gentle strain of heavenly music caught 

His faint and fltfiil gleams of dying thought ; 

Around his couch, above, it soared along. 

And voices, as of seraphim in song 

Of praise, restored his life-lamp's fading beam. 

But for a moment, a bright transient gleam 

Of joy o'erspr^ad his pallid face, he raised 

His head, and on the azure heavens gazed. 

He saw the lofty Mercy-seat arise 

Within the golden gates of Paradise ; 

And seraph forms were hovering round his bed. 

Their hands in kindly welcome towards him spread. 

Around him still the gently swelling strain 

Lulled all his earthly hopes and mental pain. 

And, gazing on the hosts of heaven above. 

He died — but Gratitude had conquered Love. 



THE CASTLE OF SPECTRESHEIM. 

WRITTEN TO THE AIR IN " A ROMANTIC IDEA.' 

The moonlight gleams o'er Spectresheim, 
And lights up its lone grey walls, 

And the ivy leaves which its ruins climb, 
And its tempest-shattered halls. 
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The owl darts forth from its turret keep, 

And hoots as it wings its way, 
As her calm beams rouse it from its sleep 

To its nightly wandering prey. 

They tell a tale of Spectresheira, 

That makes those mouldering towers 
Shunned by the peasant, when the chime 

Proclaims day's fading hours. 
They tell that deeds of blackest dye 

Were perpetrated there — 
That corpses 'neath those ruins lie, 

Unhallowed by a prayer. 

They say the lord of Spectresheim, 

When old, laid on his breast 
A lovely flower, whose root was crime 

And passions unrepressed. 
She loved a youth — to win his love, 

She exercised her art 
In vain ; her wiles could only prove 

He owned a noble heart. 

The lovely bride of Spectresheim, 

Foiled in her efibrts, still 
Resolved his thoughts should with hers chime, 

And Spectresheim fell ill, 
And, Ungering for a short time, died— 

Some said it was old age ; 
But whispers spread that his young bride 

Had opened Murder's page. 

Within the walls of Spectresheim, 

Ere scarce his heaped-up mound 
Had hardened 'neath the hand of Time, 

Did dance and song resound ; 
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Again the murderess sought to win 

The youth's love, but he fled 
From her embrace of deadly sin, 

And shunned the adulterer's bed. 

Refused, the bride of Spectresheim 

Gave loose to her desire, 
Her passions, of a warmer clime, 

Burnt like volcano's fire ; 
And nightly scenes of orgy there 

Were held beneath those walls. 
And many a scene of frailty fair 

Beheld those ruined halls. 

One night the towers of Spectresheim 

Were echoing to the clang 
Of oaths and jests, mixed with the chime 

Of songs, when loudly rang 
A thrilling scream, and every guest 

Gazed on the opening door ; 
When, lo ! with bare and heaving breast. 

The bride strode o'er the floor. 

A torch the bride of Spectresheim 

Bore in her quivering clasp. 
And her eyes glared round on the merry mime 

With a fierce and wandering grasp. 
" Ha ! ha ! " she screamed, " dost say I slew 

Thee, lord with silvery hair ? " 
And the guests shrank back, and paler grew, 

As they marked her vacant stare. 

And through the halls of Spectresheim 

There rolled a dense, dark cloud. 
Through which, at spaces short of time, 
A blaze shot forth — a loud 
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Laugh echoed from the maniac bride : 

" The devil hath to me 
Said I shall sup in hell," she cried, 

" And ye shall sup with me. 

'' Barred is each door of Spectresheim, 

We must together die ! " 
And the turret tolled the midnight chime 

As the blaze shot towards the sky ; 
Loud shrieks and groans of anguished pain 

Did on the night air thrill ; 
They rose and sank, they rose again, 

Then sank — and all was still. 

And now the halls of Spectresheim 

Renewed are every night, 
And mirth and feasting have their time 

Till midnight, when a bright 
Flame shoots aloft, and groans, and screamy, 

And spectres ride the air. 
And thunders roll, and lightning gleams 

O'er its turrets black and bare. 

And those who pass near Spectresheim 

Are beckoned by the bride, 
And soft, dark eyes of every clime 

Love's glances scatter wide. 
But, oh ! beware ! if thou art there 

When midnight tolls its hour ; 
Thou then wilt be, beyond all prayer, 

Within the dark fiend's power. 

And every night to Spectresheim 

Thou wilt be, as a guest. 
Compelled to go, and dance and rhyme 

While anguish tears thy breast -^ 
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And when the turret clock doth toll 
Its solemn, measured knell 

Of midnight, will thy tortured soul 
Be wrapped in flames of hell. 



BRUTE LOVE. 



He stretches him upon the heaped-up mound, 
The sleet beats on him, and the drifting snow 
Whirls past him in the gloom, and strews the ground 
Where all he loved is now entombed below ; 
It whitens on him, but he heeds it not, 
He doth not feel its traitorous embrace 
Soft lulling him to death ; beneath that spot 
Lies all that owns within his heart a place. 
His thoughts or instinct (call it what you will. 
Whatever 'tis, 'tis nobler than your own) 
Make him aU callous to its fatal chill; 
And a low whine is mingled with the moan 
Of the wild blast, as, whirling through the bare 
And looming branches, it sweeps o'er his form, 
And bears his grief along the snow -flaked air. 
Where Death, all stealthily, directs the storm. 

The snow descends, and clothes the open plain 
In spectral vestment ; still he crouching lies 
Upon his master's grave, nor heeds its rain, 
Nor the chill blast that swiftly o'er him flies. 
With his numbed paws he feebly strives to clear 
The flakes that lie upon his master's breast, 
In touching love, essaying that still dear 
And honoured lord to join in his last rest ; 
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Vain are his efforts, and a mournful whine 
Bursts from him as he Hcks the whitened mound 
In fond caress ; the snowy flakes entwine 
The noble hearts in true affection bound. 

The phantom shower thickly drives along 
Before the gale, that stiU whirls on its course 
Amid the branches, with its mournful song, 
And bends them, creaking, 'neath its mighty force. 
But all beside is silent ; a white heap. 
Each instant growing larger, marks the place 
Where dog and master lie in their last sleep. 
Locked in the snow-flakes' white and chill embrace. 

Not aU the Mendly glances he received, 

The soft caresses of the fairest hands. 

Could keep him from the dead for whom he grieved — - 

That grave round which were twined his fond heart's bacds. 

The friend he'd loved in life he clung to when 

He sunk, beneath all human power to save ; 

When but his gold remained in thoughts of men^ 

His dog had mourned him — died upon his grave ! 

Mankind I ye earthworms, who yourselves do pride 

Upon your wisdom I can ye show me 'mong 

The records of yourselves, spread far and wide, 

A love that hath Uke this poor dog's so clung? 

No, not an instance ! in the crafty wile. 

Hypocrisy, base sneers, the fawning knee. 

Ye far surpass the brute creation I while 

In all the nobler virtues they pass ye ! 
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INCONSTANCY. 

The sun that shines on every flower, 

Yet doth on no one stay, 
Is constant for, perhaps, an hour. 

And then he glides away. 
The wind sighs softly o'er the plain, 

And bends the ripening com. 
And, whispering love to every grain, 

Far, far away is gone. 
The streamlets, rippling *neath the trees, 

Kiss the low-bending buds, 
Then onward roll, more flowers to please, 

And mix with other floods. 
The sun, the wind, the streamlets are 

Fickle indeed ; but they 
Are all surpassed by women for 

When they excite Love's sway. 
They with our best affections play. 

Until their pleasure's done, 
And then they cast our love away, 

And break the hearts they won. 



THE MIRAGE. 



An Arab rides across the waste 

Of trackless, arid sand. 
The burning air, the hot sun's glare 

Smite on him Uke a brand ; 
And parched and baked are his lips with thirst, 

And no aid seems at hand. 
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But ah ! what sight before his eyes 

Beams on the desert waste ! 
He spurs to speed his faltering steed, 

And every nerve is braced ; 
A river gleams before his eyes, 

Its banks with green trees graced ! 

He plunges on, but as he spurs, 

The stream appears to glide, 
And now its rays strike not his gaze, 

All vanished is the tide ! 
And his noble horse, too sharply urged, 

Hath fallen down and died ! 

Before, behind, where'er he turns, 

A silent waste is spread ; 
And there he stands, with quivering hands, 

Beside his sole hope dead ; 
And a fearful thought creeps over him — 

This, too, will be my bed. 

I wandered through the barren world, 

My heart in vain had sought 
A soul to love ; for none could move 

My heart, or cause it thought. 
Until thou, like a spring of Love, 

Before my gaze wast brought. 

Thou seemedst loving, faithful, true, 

I sprang thy soul to meet ; 
Hope thy words gave, I was thy slave. 

My heart was at thy feet ; 
Thy glances quivered in my soul 

In palpitations sweet. 

f2 M 
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At length I closer drew, and found 
True Love dwelt not in thee ; 

To tear that mask off was a task 
I would Fate had spared me ! 

Oh ! couldst thou know with what dismay 
I saw my vision flee I 

I was alone — ^yea, all alone — 
And thou, my promised bride, 

Flown from mine arms to spread thy charms. 
And more true love deride ; 

And there I stood, a lonely one. 
My dead hopes by my side. 



THE MAIDEN'S LAMENT. 

Emblem of my troubled breast, 

Roll on thy surging waves, oh, sea ! 
Like thee, it never can know rest, 

Now that my love thou'st torn from me. 
Why didst thou snatch him from this heart. 

Where yet his well-loved accents thrill? 
Why our fond ties of true love part, 

And hush the voice I cherish still ? 
Ah ! never more, upon this earth. 

Shall I behold that noble face. 
Which was to me all Nature worth. 

Where love and honour held their place ! 
But thou canst not remembrance hush. 

Of him who was so dear to me ; 
Thou may'st the living semblance crush, 

But not loved memories^ oh, sea ! 
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And in my hours of sweet repose 

His words yet make my bosom thrill ; 
I dream mine arms shall round him close, 

When thou, thyself, oh, sea I art still ! 



WOMAN'S SMILE. 



When stem Misfortune shrouds our days, 

And man exerts his wile 
To crush us, what despair allays 

Like woman's pitying smile? 
When lying on the couch of death, 

Knowing him near the while, 
What gives hope to the fading breath 

Like woman's holy smile ? 
When, profligate, we hurry on 

The path of passions vile, 
AVhat brings us back our road upon. 

Like woman's gentle smile ? 
When anxious, when our hopes and fears 

All other thoughts beguile, 
Is there a word that ever cheers 

Like woman's loving smile ? 
No thought, no word, of all the train 

That follow earth's false style, 
Can man bring back to Man again, 

Like woman's heavenly smile I 
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This flower, fragile though it be. 
Hath yet outlasted long 
That slender thing — a soman's love- 
That favourite theme of song. 
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No wonder poets sing it, for 
Their fancies spurn the real, 
Leaving such things to grosser men, 
And take to the ideal ! 



THE TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 

A TALE. 

PART I. 

I. 

On Mount Parnassus, whose majestic head 
Rose high above the plains of Phocis wide. 
In beauty round its rugged base outspread, 
There stood, upon its craggy southern side, 
The little town of Delphi, where, 'twas said, 
The god Apollo, leaving all his pride 
Behind him, graciously would condescend 
Attention to his worshippers to lend. 

II. 

The oracle, world-famed, drew far and near 
The anxious ones, to learn the fate in store 
For them, or those they loved, or to whom fear 
Was due ; and soon the shrine was covered o'er 
With precious metals, jewels did appear. 
And the light flashed from the effulgent store 
About the temple ; and its priests became 
Richer and craftier as grew their fame. 

III. 

The first of these, to whom the others were 
The servants of his orders, was a priest 
By name Calenus, outwardly all fair 
And holy, chaste and good ; and m\xc\i mcieasftd 
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The people*s deep respect for him, his air 
Was proud, yet gently tempered ; not the least 
Flaw could be seen in him, and he did shine 
First Flamen* at Apollo's sacred shrine. 

IV. 

Within this town of Delphi also dwelt 
A lovely dark-haired orphan maid ; she came 
From Greece, and Zoe had full often knelt 
Before the god she had been taught to name ; 
Calenus had oft gazed on her and felt 
Within his bosom rise the lustful flame ; 
But prudence taught him to conceal the fire, 
And hide from others' eyes the fierce desire. 

V. 

She loved, and Paulus did that love return ; 
They soon within the ties were to be bound, 
But they were poor ; and tho' their love did bum 
None the less brightly, they from others found 
That love, inclosed within a golden urn. 
Lasts longer than when with no fortune crowned ; 
That poverty, like water, makes the flame 
Grow dimmer till it seems no more the same. 

VI. 

Oft had Calenus taxed his fertile brain 

To win poor Zoe to his unchaste arms. 

But all his dark plots had been tried in vain ; 

She bloomed, and growth but added to her charms ; 

And all his treacherous arts coiild but obtain 

A secresy, extorted by alarms 

From the poor girl, who thus was forced to bear 

Trials which her lover with her could not share. 

• The priests were texmeOL "'5\Kai«o&r 
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VII. 

Often had Paulus seen upon her cheek 
The flush of anger or the pale of fear ; 
And oft upon her face the pearly streak, 
Left by the coursing tear-drops, would appear ; 
But she would turn it off, and say how weak 
A girl she was, and trembled at aught near, 
And hide the cause as only woman can 
When she conceals her agony from man. 

VII. 

Foiled in his questioning, had Paulus tried 
To find out for himself the reason for 
Her sadness, but the cause was still denied ; 
He only knew that, whene'er from her door 
The priest Calenus went with haughty stride, 
A kind of calm repose her mind came o'er, 
And she received him strangely, as if though 
She longed his stay, she yet would have him go. 

IX. 

Far from imagining the real, true cause. 
For he could ne'er suspect that he, the one 
Whom everybody trusted, whom the laws 
Respected as the Flamen of the Sun, 
. Could, in his walk of holiness, so pause. 
And break the course he had so well begun. 
He soon imagined that his Zoe's shame 
And tearful terror lay within her name. 

X. 

This thought was fostered by Calenus, whom 
He had consulted as the one who knew, 
Imploring him to tell him of the doom 
That waited him on marriage. Was she true, 
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Or not ? The priest, who saw that here was room 
For his base stratagems, let fall a few 
Words, that, like lightning, shattered with their glare, 
And drove him from the temple in despair. 



XI. 

No more to Zoe's cot he bent his way^ 

No more his feet pressed on the well-known road ; 

Her heart to broken hopes had fallen a prey. 

And lonely brooded he in his abode. 

He tried to curse her, but his lips would pray. 

His soul stiU loved that which his judgment loathed, 

Tin gushing tears would burst forth in his grief, 

And rescue him from madness by relief. 

XII. 

Meanwhile, Calenus, having thus disposed 

Of Paulus, turned his thoughts towards the maid 

Whom he now shunned until his net was closed 

Entirely round her lovely form betrayed ; 

Within his brain a scheme he had proposed, 

And had it in its chances all arrayed ; 

And, finding nothing Against success did lurk 

Within it, set his stratagem to work. 

XIII. 

At Delphi oft it was the custom then 

To give out in the Oracles that He, 

Whom they adored, had turned his thoughts on men. 

And was enamoured of a fair one ; she 

Was placed within the fane at nightfall, when 

He was supposed to visit her, and be 

The lover for the time ; and this was found 

Most useful to the priestTiood aiW. ocqvxtA. 
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XIV. 

Accordingly, one day, the maiden heard 
That she was destined to become the bride 
Of bright Apollo, and, though scarcely stirred 
A feeling in her now, the news that wide 
Flew round that she was now to be preferred. 
Excited a disgust that few beside 
Herself would have experienced ; but no, 
. Hope was there ; — she was called, and she must go. 

XV. 

The evening came, and in procession went 
The victim to her fate-appointed spot ; 
The torches gleamed on high, and, glowing, sent 
' Their ruddy light upon the marble grot ; — 
And then each one in the long pageant bent 
In prayer, to which her heart reply could not ; 
And then they all retired, and left her lone, 
While in her breast her heart seemed changed to stone. 

PART II. 

I. 

The evening draweth on ; the lamps bum bright 
Within their golden cups of perfumed oil, 
And shed around the hall their glowing light 
Upon the many beauties of man's toil, 
Where glittering jewellery flashed on the sight. 
The offering to gods of things of soO ; 
Where rarest workmanship with finest taste 
Are round about the shrine celestial traced. 

II. 

Within the hall, and near the sacred shrine. 
Poor Zoe, tremblingly, awaits the doom 
She shall receive at hands the most divine ; 
Around, the flowing curtainB of the room 
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Form a dark screen 'gainst which her form doth shine 
In robe of whiteness : — " Oh ! that 'twere my tomb I " 
She murmurs inwardly ; but that faint thought 
Shrinks frightened, ere her lips the words have caught. - 

ui. 

Her light robe swells above her heaving breast, 

As though her thoughts would burst that bosom fair ; 

Upon it her white arms crosswise are pressed, 

While o'er her neck and shoulders her dark hair 

Flows in wild biUowy masses unrepressed, 

And, tangled, seems her whirling thoughts to share ; 

Thus waits she like a victim for the knife 

That greedily shall drink the stream of life. 



IV. 

She thinks on Paulus, and his once true love, 
On his desertion, and their mutual vow ; 
Then on the passions of the gods above 
To which poor mortals are compelled to bow ; 
She thinks of their last meeting in the grove : 
'* Ah I would that Paulus were but near me now I 
And yet not so ; I would not have his name 
Connected with the tidings of my shame." 

V. 

The knowledge that she is the chosen one. 

Selected by Him as the loveliest maid. 

Wooed by the mighty Monarch of the Sun, 

Weighs not with her against her love betrayed ; 

His wish, which other maidens would have done 

Aught to have gained, upon her bosom weighed 

As heavy as a crime ; and, faltering, she 

Came to the meeting wlience ^^ ^ax^ i^aX*^*^. ^ 
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VI. 

The night draws on ; and Zoe ahnost dares 
Hope that the god hath read her bowed-down heart, 
And hearkened to her timidly-breathed prayers, 
To let her in her purity depart. 
When, hark ! a rustling sounds, and on her glares 
A pair of orbs that make her own out-start ; 
For there, with gaze that chills her form to stone, 
Calenus stands, his eyes fixed on her own I 

VII. 

As gazes on the bird the glittering snake, 
Glares the wild tiger on the poor gazelle. 
Eyes the stem gambler his last glittering stake, 
Gloatfi thirsty Arab on the bubbling well, 
Unmoving, lest perchance the charm should break ; 
With all his passions boiling like a hell. 
Looked fierce Calenus on his trembling prey, 
With eyes wherein desires the basest lay. 

VIII. 

Beneath that dread gaze fascinated, she 

Stood motionless, her limbs refused to move ; 

She longed, but she had not the power to flee 

From that dread meeting which she felt would prove 

Too horrible to bear ; while, glaring, he 

Seemed to gloat o'er the terror of his love, 

If that pure name could ever be applied 

To the dark thoughts which his base heart's blood dyed. 

IX. 

Beneath his look, her cheek grew deathly pale, 
And her once ruby lips forsook their hue ; 
Her tangled hair, that o'er her like a veil 
FeU, twisted in the terror that she Vlucw \ 



THE TEMPLE OF APOLLO. 77 

Her whole soul seemed before his gaze to quail, 
And all her power before those fierce eyes flew ; 
And with a heart that faint and fainter beat, 
She sank all trembling on the cushioned seat. 

X. 

With soft and velvet step, and tiger tread, 
Calenus neared the couch whereon she lay ; 
So pale, her spirit seemed already fled 
From its fair tenement of earthly clay ; 
But, as he nearer drew with arms outspread 
To clasp within them his poor helpless prey, 
She sprang up with a look that made recoil 
The foul hands ere their touch her form could soil. 



XI. 

Firm and erect, with anger-flashing eye. 
Like prophetess she stood, and waved him back. 
Cowed, he obeyed — ^but still continued nigh, 
"Watching the moment for his sure attack. 
Her glance he could not meet and yet defy ; 
From her pure spirit sank* his own soul, black 
With many crimes. Like angel daring fiend, - 
She stood, beneath her virtue's buckler screened. 



XII. 

" False priest ! dare not approach me nearer, lest 
That god who called me hither hear the prayer 
That murmurs vengeance on thee, from my breast, 
And swift destruction fall upon thee there I 
Dare not the chosen of thy god molest, 
Nor trespass on the beings of the air I 
Back to thy home ! lest He should hear my call^ 
And on thine head His awiul -wta^^VX. i^V 
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XIII. 



She ceased, and stood with wildly heaving breast ; 

But he, his courage and his passions raised 

By her new beauties starting from their rest, 

Gave loose to the wild thoughts that in him blazed : — 

*' Know'st not, fond fool, the god thou hast confessed 

Is but a myth ? the deity thou'st praised 

Is but a senseless heap of gold and stone, 

Which man first makes^ and then its power doth own ! 

xrvr. 

" Twas J who willed that thou shouldst be brought here ; 

To gratify my passion was this done ; 

/ have embittered Against thee the once dear 

Mind of young PaiQus, thy fond, chosen one. 

'Twas / who turned his love to gall — ^made drear 

His life to him ; for thee ! now mine ! No one 

Will dare approach this night the sacred shrine, 

Or trespass on the loves of gods divine ! " 

XV. 

He spoke, and forward sprang ; her whirling braiir. 
Overwhelmed with what it knows, forgets its toil, 
And but a faint, low sound of inward pain 
Hears the fierce serpent as he winds his coil 
About his victim ; no calm thoughts restrain 
His passion, or his maddened feelings foil ; 
But like the loose steed bounding o^er the plain. 
He springs towards his goal with flowing rein. 

XVI. 

One low faint cry and a half-stifled prayer 
For mercy left her lips ; and then she sank 
Half senseless, back into the arms that were 
Stretched greedily to grasp hex \ while he drank 
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The sweetness of her Hps and bosom fair, 
As bends towards the bud the climber rank, 
And, winding round it, doth the charms despoil 
Of the poor flower, stifled in its coil. 



PART III. 

I. 

Paulus had heard the oracle which gave 
The god's intentions towards his once fond love ; 
And, as the shore is sudden by the wave 
Washed, and new beings over its form move, 
A thought flashed over him : — ^Do gods behave 
T%M5, unto women who unfaithful prove ? 
Either the oracle is false, or he. 
The priest, a monster of iniquity. 

II. 

His course was taken ; and upon the night 
When Zoe went into the sacred shrine. 
He followed in the crowd, and, as the light 
Of the extinguished torches ceased to shine. 
And the confusion had approached its height, 
He crept behind a pillar whose bold, fine. 
And massive convolutions well concealed 
The desperate lover who wished all revealed. 

III. 
As night drew on, he silently crept near 
The heavy curtain, behind whose broad fold 
Was placed the one he held on earth most dear, 
The one he still well loved his feelings told ; 
And, listening, he heard her trembling fear. 
As the night's stages from the hour-glass rolled. 
Till, suddenly, beside he heard a tread 
Stealthy as murderer to bia vi(it\iDL^\i^. 
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IV. 

He listened ; the intruder entered through 
The opening curtain, and his straining sense 
Detected Zoe's fear ; and his heart grew 
More anxious, and his stilus pierced the dense 
Embroidered folds before him ; at the view 
Blazed like the lightning of the skies intense 
His gazing orbs, and in an instant all 
The snares were seen to cause his angel's fall. 

V. 

He heard her words, and saw her flashing eye, 
And the false priest grow cowed beneath her gaze, 
Then rally, spring at her, and hush the cry 
She faintly uttered ; and the living rays 
Of lightning from his eye-balls seemed to fly ; 
His stilus in the glowing lamp-light plays. 
And, with a bound, he springs upon the priest. 
Whose helpless victim hath her struggles ceased. 

VI. 

No word he utters, but a sure-aimed blow 
Hath plunged his weapon in the priest's false breast ; 
He, staggering, tries to call for help, but no 
Words come, the dark red river, unrepressed. 
Flows from his mouth — he, choking, makes a low 
And gurgling cry, and then his form at rest 
Lies all distorted, while the bubbling gore 
Dyes the clear marble of the polished floor. 

VII. 

" Paulus ! " — " Dear Zoe I" and in these few words 
Their hearts found vent ; and to each other clasped. 
The present happy meeting but affords 
More pleasure, since despair hatli ouce stern g;s!aaped 
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The tender feelings of their hearts' pure chords ; 
And the priest, dying, with a last sigh gasped 
A curse as he beheld them thus entwined. 
And saw her head upon his breast reclined. 



VIII. 

But, see I yon fading sand betokens day. 
And they no longer must delay their flight. 
Before it dawns they must be far away 
From the dark scene of that eventful night. 
Lest stem fanatics on them visit may 
The slaughter of the wrong to save the right ; 
And Paulus, clasping Zoe in his arms, 
Quits the dread theatre of her alarms. 

IX. 

With cautious, noiseless steps the lovers gain 
The entrance of the temple unperceived, 
And bend their course along the open plain, 
Far from the scene of modesty aggrieved ; 
And the blue sky, with all its starry train. 
Looks on the wanderers of home bereaved. 
As on they bend their steps towards her Greece, 
Where they may hope to live and love in peace. 

X. 

Next morn, when towards the fane the people rushed. 

The words of great Apollo's self to learn, 

Within the temple all was still and hushed. 

The priests were there, but no one could discern 

Calenus 'mongst the crowd that swiftly pushed 

About ; the priest was called, but no return 

Was made ; until one priest who knew the tale 

Of such night-scenes, drew bacV V\iSi\ycQA^^^^<e^' j^ 
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XI. 

And then a shout of wrath and vengeance rose 
Up to the sky from all the frenzied crowd, 
And threats, such as a maddened rabble knows, 
Broke on the air in accents long and loud : 
" Calenus ! he to whom the god allows 
The highest place ! before whom kings have bowed, 
Stabbed to the heart, within the sacred shrine 
By mortal weapon ! Be his vengeance mine I " 

XII. 

" Where is the Greek ?" *' Gone ! and her is lone ! " 
*' Seek for her !" " Tortures shall await her caught ! " 
And the cold corpse, all motionless as stone, 
Before the maddened multitude is brought. 
" Nought but her death can for this deed atone ! 
And bitter shall the fate be she hath bought I " 
Thus raged some impotently, others flew 
To gain the means the Greek girl to pursue. 

xiir. 

Long was their search, but unsuccessful ; they 
Found not their hoped-for victim, and up gave 
At last despairing ; and the crimson clay 
Found in a costly urn a noble grave ; 
And oft, when over it the breeze did play. 
Some wild enthusiast, whose soul would crave 
A miracle, declared the holy wind 
Murmured advice to those he left behind, 

xrv. 

Of Paulus and his Zoe nothing more 
Is known ; and whether they e'er reached her land. 
Where the wide billows dash along the shore. 
Whether the soft gales of her countxy iasmad 
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Her gentle 'cheek, and spread new rapture o'er 
Her soul, and freedom grasped love by the hand, 
Or not, is story which hath ne'er been told ; 
Dark mystery hath wrapped it in her fold. 



THE DEATH-STRUGGLE. 

ox THE PICTURE SO ENTITLED. 

Entwined, upon the awful precipice. 
They struggle fiercely, with deep heaving breath, 
Each glares as marks his eye the dread abyss 
That widely yawns beneath — ^a certain death ; 
And then with firmer and despairing grip 
Clutching each other. With a wilder clasp 
They totter on the brink, where one false slip 
Will hurl them to eternity's dark grasp. 
One hand upon the other's throat ; the knife. 
For which they wrestle, gleaming in the air. 
But grasped too firmly to imperil life ; 
Their eyeballs on each other's wildly glare. 
They nearer stagger, and now o'er the brow 
One falls ; but he still grasps his deadly foe 
(AVhile he, to save himself, hath clutched a bough 
That overhangs the dreary depth below). 
Regardless of the knife that drinks the stream 
Of life, he holds the other by his vest, 
And his eye shoots forth but a fiercer gleam 
As the sharp weapon plunges in his breast. 
He sees the bough is bending I with a crash 
It parts beneath their weight, and one wild cry 
Of triumph echoes o'er the torrent's dajsk^ 
Succeeded by a sbrlek. oi ag«axi^. 



o -L 
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The torrent thunders on ; the eagle's scream 
Is heard, as from the cliff he looks beneath, 
Where a hand once waves wildly o'er the stream, 
And then sinks in the foaming water's wreath. 



THE INDIAN GIRL'S SONG. 

No ray of the sun doth glow 

On the budding flowers beneath, 

With the ardour that doth flow 

From his dark eyes' sparkling wreath. 

No sigh of the western wind, 

As it murmurs past mine ear, 

Is so tuned unto my mind 

As the voice to me so dear. 

The swift gazelle doth fleet 

Like the freshened autumn breeze, 

But it vies not with his feet 

When his victim's track he sees. 

The fires of the Spirit glance 

O'er the Indian girl below, 

But they outstrip not his lance 

When hurled at the buffalo. 

The lion, 'mid forests dim. 

Awaits his coming prey ; 

He is strong, but no match for him 

Who bears his skin away. 

And he at the council fire, 

Watching its smoky curl 

As it circles higher and higher. 

Is the love of the Indian girl. 



i 
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THE OCEAN. 

What Inrks there 'neath the ocean that, when sleep 
llie winds upon the surfece of the deep, 
Makes one a wish feel in its tranquil l^east 
To sink to rest ? 

The stars, reflected from the azure skies, 
Gleam in the depths where calm oblivion lies. 
And seem to beckon to the sweet repose 
Death only knows- 

Oh, name him not ! Upon that coral bed 
I see beneath me I would rest mine head 
And dream, as night would o'er my senses creep, 
Not Death, sweet Sleep! 



THE BEE AND THE FLOWER. 

I SEE a pretty little flower, 

A bee is passing by. 
And, as he o'er the shrubs doth scour. 

On it he casts his eye. 

He turns, and flies towards its charms. 
And with his love entreats, 

But, now that he's within its arms, 
He rifleth all its sweets I 

And see, now he hath all obtained 
The flower could yield, he flies 

Away, and swiftly he hath gained 
Fresh buds, and fresh sweets tries ! 

Ah ! pretty flowers of the earth, 

Love not the first ye see. 
Prove if a love thine own be worth, 

Beware the ioym^\>^\ 
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THE TURKISH MAIDEN'S SONG. 

Winds of night that softly hover, 
Kound me now the daylight calms, 

Bring ! oh, bring to me my lover ! 
Bear him to these longing arms ! 

Why, oh, why doth he yet linger ? 

Hath Zulieka lost her power ? 
Doth the ring upon his finger 

Not recall one blissful hour? 

Bear, ye night winds, these soft kisses 
To my Osman's lips, and turn 

Thither the footstep which misses 
Ne'er to make my bosom burn. 

Hark ! I hear a gentle voice is 

Whispering my name 'neath yon tree ! 

Thanks, ye winds ! my heart rejoices. 
My life ! my soul I I come to thee I 



SCHWARZBERG. 

A TALE. 
DEDICATION.— TO GERMANY. 

Land of the alchemist's most secret lore ! 
Clime of Imagination's darkest dreams ! 
Land of Romance, whose thrilling deeds of yore 
Still hallow the broad bosoms of thy streams ; 
Where fancy every crag hath covered o'er 
With fabled monsters : these slight, fleeting gleams 
Of thy sweet dreaming thoughts I offer thee. 
As livers pour their tribute to the seai. 
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I. 

Upon the banks of thy majestic Rhine, 

Where courseth it beneath the bending vine, 

"With arrowy speed, where the deep whirlpool dwells, 

And beauteous Lurley works her tuneful spells, 

There stood, so long ago that history's page 

Marks not the incidents of that dark age, 

A solitary castle, on the rock 

'Which there doth break the wild Rhine's foaming shock. 

II. 

As when this history opens were its walls 
Old, so were its retainers ; its dark halls 
That saw, in times before, the vassaled crowd 
And echoed to the laughter long and loud, 
Beheld the glittering helm and shining steel, 
And echoed 'neath the tread of mail-clad heel. 
Now gazed upon retainers old and few. 
Grey as their walls, whereon the ivy grew 
In waving masses, hiding from the sight 
The battlements and turrets, hoary white. 
As cling world's parasites unto their prey. 
Nor loose their hold until its strength gives way. 

III. 
Its lord. Count Albrecht, tho' still young, had found 
The snares which wait upon us in life's round ; 
And, wearied with its heartlessness and strife, 
Had sought within this tower a lonely life, 
Distrusting all men, save the few he near 
Him kept, as he from them could Uttle fear. 

IV. 

It was a time when Alchemy's dark powers 
Engrossed the student's toil ; and morning's hours 
Oft found him at the fire, whose glowing light 
Had burnt unceasingly thro\ig)ao\3A. \3tife m^D^». 
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And money, time, and health were spent in vain, 
To reach the goal they never could attain ; 
Till, when their weary run of life was o'er, 
They sank to dust, no wiser than before. 

V. 

Count Albrecht had to this pursuit his mind 
Turned, *mid its toils forgetfulness to find ; 
And oft upon the waters of the stream 
Was seen his furnace's bright ruddy gleam ; 
Besides, the peasant's tales said he knew more 
Dark secrets than had ere been known before, 
And whispered of the lone churchyard by night, 
And its cold tenants raised by him to light. 

VI. 

Tall was his frame, and in his coal-black eye 

A look that could all scrutiny defy ; 

Impetuous, his temper could not brook 

The jesting word, or half sarcastic look ; 

His men all feared him, and yet with him stayed. 

For work was light, and they were nobly paid. 

vn. 

He oft would wander, when the setting globe. 
Wrapped in his glorious, ruddy, golden robe. 
Sank down behind the hills, amid the trees. 
Stirred by the soft voice of the evening breeze ; 
And there his eyes would probe, amid the scene. 
Nature unto her depths, and pierce the screen 
Of beauty which, before the common mind, 
She holds, to hide the richer tints behind. 

vni. 
Nature hath secrets which to common eyes 
Unseen are, and the beauty which there lies 
Can only by those minds be e'er perceived, 
Which have from, that high Throne a power received. 
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But common mortals view her waving plains, 
Her forests, rocks, and, though the eye retains 
The image, yet her beauty doth not roll 
In swelling volumes through the gazer's soul. 
They feel before her no more than would thrill 
Their hearts in gazing on the painter's skill ; 
They can but know what nature doth reveal, 
Because they only see and do not feel. 

IX. 

Thus would he wander hours and hours, until 
The gentle orb of night had clothed the rill 
In silvery garment, and her soft light played 
In strange, fantastic shapes along the glade ; 
And the wide-spreading branches would assume 
New figures in emerging from the gloom ; 
While the bright glow-worm glittered on its way 
To charm, hke human lovers, with display ; 
When all around grew still, save when a leaf 
Stirred, soft as love in woman, with as brief 
A movement ; or, when thro' the glade swift whirred 
Past his unconscious ear some lone night-bird. 

Oft would he wander thus, nor home return 

Till morning's orb came back, and then would burn 

His furnace in the tower, and its blaze 

Shrink in the loop-hole from the sun's bright rays. 

As shrinks the felon from the morning's light 

Back to his hovel, wishing all were night. 

XI. 

His men, accustomed to his wanderings, ne'er 
Dared with his chosen walks to interfere ; 
He came and went, and, whate'er of it some 
Might choose to think, beioie \v\tc\ ?ISl ^^^^ ^Mssick \ 



i 
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They knew their station — ^he came there to be 
Far from the world, to feel that he was free ; 
Besides, they knew his power, and then allowed 
To him what gave to him the peasant crowd. 

xn. 

Thus, for some time, rolled on the circling years, 
The same dull, dreary round of hopes and fears. 
With transient gleams of happiness, which call 
Men Life — as they have roUed since Adam's fall, 
And will still circle on until the day 
When Time, alike with all, shall know decay. 

XIII. 

At length a change came o'er him ; often he 
His toils neglected, and the moonlit tree 
Beheld him not, nor did bright Luna's ray 
Perceive his form upon her nightly way ; 
He seemed to shun her light with all the care 
That he had ta'en before to quit Day's glare. 
And now the day was often in the wood 
Spent ; and, as no one dared on him intrude. 
His men could not divine what was the cause 
Of this departure from his usual laws ; 
Yet they still silence on his actions kept, 
And curiosity ne'er fear o'erstepped. 
Still their impatience was most sorely tried. 
When one day he brought home a lovely bride. 

xrv. 

Her had he seen one evening as he roamed 
Upon the rocks 'gainst which the current foamed ; 
She, all unconscious of his presence, stood 
Li all the grace of nature's attitude ; 
Then, tripping lightly down the vine-clad hill, 
She strove her pitcher at the stream tyo ^VL, 
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But, as she went down towards the brink to dip, 
The treacherous bank gave way, and one false slip 
Plunged her beneath the waters, which closed round, 
Enraptured at the lovely prey they found. 

XV. 

Borne on the lashing current of the stream. 
Which stifled on her lips the bursting scream, 
She passed beneath the rock where Albrecht stood, * 
And raised her arms, imploring, from the flood. 

XVI. 

Swift as the fiery bolt, shot forth from heaven. 
Cleaves down the trunk its mighty force hath riven, 
Plunged Albrecht thro' the waters to her side, 
Their foam in myriad sparkles scattering wide 
Upon the deep Rhine's bosom, and his hand 
Guided her fainting form towards the land. 

xvn. 

Upon the bank her loveliness reclined. 
As though 'twere stilled in death ; the gentle wind 
Waved slowly the long tresses of her hair. 
Which, all unbound, lay scattered o'er her fair 
And polished neck, resembling the bright glow 
The golden sun casts on the hills of snow ; 
Her soft blue eyes were closed, and on her cheek 
Lay the long lashes, like the simset streak 
Upon the fleecy cloud of floating white. 
Ere its bright glory yieldeth place to night. 

XVIII. 

And Albrecht gazed upon her, and his breast 
Felt rise within it feelings long repressed ; 
He chafed her hands, and dried her waving hair^ 
Each moment laying some iie\? \iea.\3L\j^ \i^jt^» 
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XTX. 

At length a gentle sigh from her lips broke, 
As slowly from her dream of death she woke, 
And those blue eyes were turned upon him whom 
She had invoked to save her from the tomb ; 
Insensible must he have been who might 
Have gazed upon those blue orbs' gentle light, 
And not have felt within his bosom thrill 
Sensations which, indeed, 'twere hard to still. 
And Albrecht, as he met her timid gaze, 
Felt in his bosom gUmmer love's bright rays, 
^ And, ere he had the power to stay the dart, 
It quivered deeply in his throbbing heart. 

XX. 

He would not leave her, as the evening shades 
Were drawing round the forest's darksome glades. 
To find her way unto her cottage lone. 
For his heart had resumed its once soft tone ; 
And, leaning on his arm, she bent her way 
Towards where the dwelling of her parents lay. 

XXI. 

Her parents were poor peasants, and their thanks 
Were ceaseless, as when rivers burst their banks 
And flow, resistless, o'er the open plain. 
To the destruction of the summer grain ; 
But the reward that he thought far more dear, 
Were Netta's looks (freed from the pale of fear) ; 
And that night quitted he that humble roof 
With thoughts which had from him long stood aloof. 

XXII. 

The most part of his days was now spent there. 
And the good peasants flattered by his air 
Towards them, and not knowing his degree 
(For, before tluBy he mostly used to be 
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Concealed all day within his furnace tower, 

And only issued forth at evening's hour, 

So that, though many knew of him by name. 

His features ne'er before their vision came), 

But, taking him for some young student, seemed 

Much pleased with him, and a great honour deemed 

It that he should their only child regard 

With honest sentiments ; nor did retard 

Their growing love, which, like that flame when pure, 

Glowed but the stronger as it did endure. 

XXIII. 

At length, unknown to all except those who 
Were most concerned in it — a chosen few — 
Their marriage was performed, and when 'twas o'er 
The peasants learnt the name their daughter bore. 

xxrv. 

Within the castle Schwarzberg at its height 
Was many-faced conjecture what this might 
Portend unto the vassals — ^whether they 
Would, now their lord was wedded, cast away 
Be by him for some younger ones ; but he 
Did not, as does the world most commonly, 
Employ a thing or person till is gained 
All that's required, and, when this is attained. 
Cast off the means that helped him thus to try. 
To misery, starvation, perhaps to die. 

XXV. 

Thus Uved they happily together ; he 
Seemed to forget his fancied destiny. 
And love usurped each moment of his time 
In the enjoyment of its bliss sublime. 
No more towards the overhanging wood 
He bent liis steps in meditatWe ixiOQ^\ 
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No more the winding Rhine beheld his form 
Cahnly regarding the descending storm, 
In kindred spirit to its wild turmoil, 
Watching its waters in the whirlpool boil ; 
For now his walks were taken by the side 
Of his fond, loving, beautiful, young bride. 

XXVI. 

Together would they wander through the trees, 
And words of love would float upon the breeze ; 
And oft his voice would, in the tender song. 
Roll to his lute the evening gales along ; 
He seemed quite changed ; no more upon his brow 
His stem misanthropy dark hues would plough. 
The smile upon his hp was often seen, 
As whispered he unto his bosom's queen ; 
Yet, is not Love by far the mightiest power 
That hath ruled man from his first dawning hour ? 
Can it not sway us to whate'er it will ? 
Make the dark passions rise or their throbs still ? 
Quiet the troubled breast, and joy restore 
Unto the heart that thought to bound no more ? 
Yes, Love, when other powers have tried in vain, 
Commences its victorious, mighty reign. 
Succumbing other feelings to its strength, 
It gradually usurps the heart at length ; 
And, when it once hath fastened on the heart. 
Immortal must be he who e'er could part 
Its rosy fetters ; let Love close his wings. 
And, like as the bee unto the flower clings, 
He fastens on the heart, nor quits it till 
Dried in its depths is life's sustaining rill ; 
It drains the sweetest feelings of the breast 
When once his touch hath firmly been impressed. 
Endures through misery, despair, and strife, 
And quits the bosom but when quits it life *^ 
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Heaven's bright gift to man will with him stay 
Until its home, the soul, be called away, 

XXVII. 

A year thus rolled upon its flowery wings, 
And Fate appeared to have withdrawn her stings. 
Yet, as the loveHest* snake within it bears 
The deadhest poison which fair Nature shares 
Among her serpent tribe, and loveUest glow 
Those flowers which overhang dark gul& below, 
Consumption's victims are made by the hand 
AYhich kills, as beauteous as though with the band 
Which the small waist of Venus circled round, 
Engirt, the sweetest path near Danger's foimd, 
So Fate spread round the treasures of her art. 
To strike more deeply when she hurled the dart. 

xxvni. 

Netta, the loving, tender one, fell ill. 
And baffled her disease the leech's skill ; 
Count Albrecht vainly strove in wild despair. 
To urge them on, and, while hope lingered there. 
The simple remedies they then but knew 
AVere all applied ; but weak and weaker grew 
Her lovely form, and her blue, languid eye 
Shone not with half its former brilliancy ; 
Her cheek grew pale and thinner, and her heart 
Fluttered like a bird that would its cage depart. 

XXIX. 

And Albrecht bent, half-maddened, o'er the bed 
And prayed, amidst the bitter tears he shed, • 
That Heaven would take, instead, his worldlier mind; 
But all, unanswered, shook those prayers the wind : 

■- III 

• The coial snak^. 
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Alternately he prayed, and wildly cursed 

That Fate he long had thought had shown her worst ; 

Now threatened he the leeches with sure death 

If they could not restore her parting breath, 

Then their forgiveness for his words implored. 

And richest gifts upon them madly poured. 

XXX. 

But aU was vain ; her spirit day by day 
Prepared to wing its gentle, upward way, 
Her voice was scarcely heard, and her pale hand 
Feebly endeavoured, 'ere its strength was spanned 
For ever, to embrace his own once more, 
And in one last fond clasp her soul to pour. 

XXXI. 

At length the awful hour approached ; the leech 
Came from the room, and motioned, for his speech 
Was stayed by grief, for Albrecht to approach 
And see the fatal hand of Death encroach 
Upon her beauty. Albrecht entered, and 
Closed the room door with noiseless, trembling hand, 
And stood beside the couch whereon reclined 
The hopes his Fate would scatter to the wind. 

XXXII. 

She, roused by his loved footstep, feebly raised 
Her eyeUds, and upon his pale face gazed, 
And feintly stretched her white, transparent hand 
With "all the calmness which she could command 
Towards him ; with a low, faint, sobbing cry. 
The spirit's wail of bitter agony, 
He sprang towards his only hope of rest. 
And clasped her wildly to his beating breast. 
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xxxin. 

Oh ! could Love's feelings ever overcome space, 
Their souls had one become in that embrace I 
He clung to her with desperate grasp, as though 
He would defy Death there to lay her low, 
And pressed her clasping form unto his heart, 
As though he would new life from his impart. 

XXXIV. 

Too fond for speech, in silence did that love 
Which owned their bosoms its endurance prove, 
And, clasped together, their looks of despair, 
K Death knew pity, would have made him spare. 

XXXV. 

But stern, unyielding Death knows no remorse 
For what he strikes down on his headlong course ; 
And Albrecht felt the arms around him cast 
Unloose the tender clasp that bound him fast. 
And Netta sank within his circling arms, 
A fearful pallor spreading o'er her charms ; 
Her soft blue eyes turned on him once again 
In love that met and vanquished all her pain ; 
Then, with a wild, convulsive spring, she flung 
Herself upon his bosom, and, while clung 
She there, her spirit, 'neath the hand of Death, 
In one last quivering kiss gave up its breath. 

XXXVI. 

For weeks was Albrecht's life despaired of; he 
Fell ill, and muttered incoherently 
Of charms, and spells, his Netta — and inquired 
Why she came not to him ; his brain was fired 
With strange delusions ; and, while he thus trod 
Their wildest paths, poor Netta 'neaAXi >i)afe ^ft^ 
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Was placed ; and many, many were the tears 
That fell upon that spot, where hopes and fears 
Are all unknown — where, in the mossy ground, 
Man's sole oblivion and peace is found. 

XXXVII. 

When Albrecht's reason came, the grassy heap, 
'Neath which his Netta's last remains did sleep, 
Became his favourite resting place, and there 
For many long hours would he tend with care 
The little flowers which the peasants' love 
Had placed within the grass that grew above ; 
And these few buds grew, and the grassy spears 
Flourished beneath Affection's warmest tears ; 
Night found him oft there with his head bowed down 
In bitterness that Fate could never crown ; 
His Ups pressed closely on the dewy grass, 
As though his kiss would reach that icy mass ; 
Calling on her he loved, until the air 
Quivered beneath his accents of despair. 

XXXVIII. 

He would not have a costly, marble tomb 
Placed o'er her ; he despised the pompous gloom 
Of Ufe, and far preferred the bending trees. 
Seeming to wail in every passing breeze. 
And Nature's quiet beauty o'er her low, 
'Twas like her loving, gentle nature so. 

XXXIX. 

Then would he slowly back his steps retrace. 

No sign of his emotions on his face ; 

And in his turret chamber bolt the door, 

And spend the night in searching through his lore. 

XL. 

At length no longer wandered he abroad. 
But, locked within his turret, loiidy i^xed 
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Upon his books ; his Netta's grave was left 
Alone, and, save one little flower reft 
From its frail stalk, sweet emblem of her fate, 
Within his breast placed, which his eyes could sate 
Themselves scarce with in gazing on, he seemed 
But to regard all as though he had dreamed. 
And had permitted been a form to own 
Within his sleep which had at day-break flown. 

XLI. 

Sweet dreams I Dear blissful fancies that the night 

Brings to us ! Glimpses of a purer light, 

A brighter being than we meet on earth ! 

Blest be the Hand that gives your gentle birth I 

That makes ye shed a rosy halo o'er 

The soul, when day and trouble flee before 

Your gentle hour ! Fit emblem is your reign 

Of childhood ; — ^happy, knowing not the pain 

That surely waits upon the life that day 

Brings to the soul ! Alas ! ye flee away 

As do the tender thoughts, the trustful words. 

The heavenly radiance which that Power accords 

To childhood's rosy hours, when sterner life 

Doth launch the man into world's sea of strife I 

XLII. 

Within the tower now again immured, 

None knew the agonies his soul endured ; 

Seldom was seen his visage, but, those who 

By chance beheld him, at its deathly hue 

Were frightened, for he looked as do the dead 

AVhose spirits from their bodies long have fled. 

Wild was the gleam that from his falcon eye. 

Sunk deeply in its socket, oft would fly ; 

Bent towards earth was now that once straight frauici^ 

As fiercer burnt within him ^TTOV^^xfta^ 
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AVhich, like the burning mountain of the plains, 
Feeds ou the substance which its fire contains. 



XLIII. 

Days often went without his passing through 

His tower's portal; his attendants knew 

Him scarce by sight, and oft his heavy tread 

Paced through the night his chamber overhead ; 

Once only had one servitor overcome 

The terror of him which had kept them dumb, 

And gone up to his chamber, but the words 

He met had frightened back his tender chords ; 

The others questioned him as to what he 

Had noticed in that tower of sorcery, 

But to inquiry he would answer nought. 

Save that his lord would not have what he brought. 

XLIV. 

'Twas night ; the lightning glittered o'er the wold, 
And in loud bellowings the thunder rolled 
And shook the rocking tower to its base. 
The clattering stones its power did displace 
Fell plunging in the Bhine's now boiUng stream, 
Hissing beneath the quivering, darting gleam ; 
The heavy hail resounded on the walls. 
And pattered through the gaping, cracking halls ; 
The wind howled round the battlements, and whirled 
The tattered ivy to \he clouds that curled 
I'heir leaden volumes downward to the earth. 
And drank the stream that gave their power birth. 

XLV. 

Within his tower, Albrecht stood before 
His furnace, all unconscious of the roar 
Of elements without ; his earnest look 
Was bent upon an old and yellow book 



8CHWARZBERG. 101 

Filled with strange characters ; o^er this he leant 
His head, while shook around each battlement. 
** Yes, yes," he mutters, " all the spells are here 
That summon spirits from their cloudy sphere. 
Albertus Magnus, grant me thy dark power 
To work the deeds that in my bosom lower I 
All, all is here, it needs but one sole word 
To own the power o'er spirits which have erred. 

XL VI. 

" Now to my task ; ah I hark ! 'twas thunder roared, 

The plashing hail upon the turret poured. 

The night is fit for such a deed as mine : 

How merrily the lightning flash doth shine 

Upon the scene without ; the foaming waves 

Dash wildly o'er the Seven Sisters' graves ; 

And, hark ! far o'er the elemental crash. 

The falling rocks within the waters dash. 

Hail, tempest ! emblem of my troubled soul ! 

Type of the feelings which along it roll ! 

Thy presence hath to-night my spirit fired 

To do the deed my heart hath long desired ! 

Roll on, thou thunder I flash, ye lightnings bright I 

Brave heralds of what shall be done to-night I " 

XLVII. 

He turns him from the loop-hole, and draws near 

His furnace, where strange drugs and shapes appear, 

Within the crucible which redly glows 

Beneath the blast that fiercely on it blows : 

" So, 'tis near done," he mutters ; " now, ye powers 

That rule the tempest and night's darkest hours. 

Attend to me, and hearken to my spell !— 

By thy dark arts the one I loved so well 

Hath been torn from me ; I command ye, by 

The lightning which now dai^a ^ycxo^^ \Jsi^ ^«^ ^ 
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Tlie roaring thunder which doth shake these rocks, 
The mighty earthquake which all power mocks, 
These unguents boiling in the spell-bound blaze, 
The gloomy ranks of fiery HeU's arrays, 
This mighty sign wliich ye must all obey, 
Bring to these arms the one ye tore away ! " 

XLVIII. 

A blinding flash of lightning closed the speU, 

Like to a ghmpse of the interior Hell ; 

A rattling peal of thunder shook the air. 

And through the chamber spread a blueish glare, 

While screams of fiendish laughter yelled on high. 

And rose above the thunder in wild cry. 

XLIX. 

All uuappalled he stood, and silent gazed 
AVhere yet his furnace in its redness blazed ; 
The blue flame slowly faded from his sight. 
But nought appeared. — 

" AVhat I dare ye then my might 
To scorn ? Foul demons I I used not the whole 
Of the dread power which my lips would roll 
Against ye I if ye would not thus to mine 
Arts give an ear, attend I obey this sign I " 

L. 

Swift as the motion of his waving hand, 
A blaze of quivering light his eyeballs fanned. 
The flooring opened, and a lurid smoke 
Wrapped the low chamber in its heavy cloak ; 
And, as it slowly vanished, there appeared 
Before his straining orbs that form endeared ; 
Lovely as when in life her budding charms 
Were clasped within his fond, caieaBmg ^^ri:^ \ 
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Her golden hair, unbound, her shoulders o'er 
Flowed in rich, billowy floods upon the floor, 
And, in her large and languishing blue eye, 
Her well-remembered fond look seemed to lie. 

LI. 

With ^ low, murmured cry of love he sprang 
Towards his love ; and while the thunder rang 
Loud round about, and flashed the lightnings blue, 
He clasped the one on earth he loved so true. 

LII. 

Again he held her closely to his breast, 

Again, again his lips were to hers pressed; 

Again he parted .back her golden hair. 

And saw within her eyes the love that there 

Had glowed for him in life ; again he held 

The only bosom for which love then swelled 

Within his to his own ; and fondly o'er 

Her bent, low murmuring, ** AVe must part no more." 

LIII. 

And, as he spoke, a quivering blaze of light 
Burst thro' the roof, which rended to its bright 
And mighty path ; and, ere the frightened air 
Was stilled, a mass of dust alone lay there ! 

LIV. 

A few days passed ; and then the silent dell 

Was pressed by footsteps soft, and gently fell 

A tear or two upon the grassy sward ; 

For, though his vassals feared, they loved their lord. 

LV. 

Beneath a wide and spreading oak, which waves 
Its branches o'er them sti\i, -wet^ tTio ^cs^a^ ^wi^\ 



104 EFFECTS OF AIX MOODS. 

A simple stone, now levelled with the earth, 

Told no long history of his noble birth, 

Or melancholy fate : these sole two lines 

Spoke of the dust which underneath reclines — 

" Albrecht, first Count of Schwarzberg, and his bride, 

Netta, the peasant girl, sleep side by side." 



GUZ COULI; or, THE MAIDEN'S TOWER. 

A TURKISH LEGEND.* 

PART I. 

I. 

Embosomed in the wave which swells 

Its crest along the Dardanelles, 

And, foaming, breaks on either shore 

Its force with low and sullen roar, 

A little island rears its head ; 

Upon its western bank a tower 

Yet stands ; and, though the present hour 

Beholds it sacred to the dead 

And dying of that fell disease 

Which sweeps the shores of Eastern seas, 

Yet softer memories have flung 

A halo round its turrets lone. 

And gentler incidents have clung 

Unto its mournful walls of stone. 

II. 

In times, long past, when Turkey's shore 
Its plumes and waving banners bore. 
When slowly on the glittering tide 
The mighty ships of war would glide ; 



** Tbia tale is taken from t\i% l^^^end. 
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When brightly rose the glowing sun 
Each mom on some new victory won 
Invasion planned, and warriors brave, 
Bent on the thoughts of war and spoil, 
Forsook the humbler scenes of toil, 
And dared an honoured grave ; 
When tales of warfare hearts inspired, 
And noble actions heroes fired 
To emulate in their campaign 
The deeds of every other plain ; 
Then ruled stern Giaflfar o'er the scene 
Formed by the lovely Bosphorus' Queen. 

III. 

A weight hung o'er the Sultan's soul ; 
Though many Odalisques he owned. 
Who shared his love by turns, still firowned 
Dark Fate on him ; no daughter blest 
His prayers ; no lovely girl addressed 
Him as a parent, gently stole 
Her hand in his, or soothed his cares, 
As daughter can when sire's she shares. 

IV. 

Full many sons he owned, but they 
Have not the tender charms which play 
Around a gently budding girl. 
Where Love hath fashioned every curl 
That droops upon the ivory throat 
Where Graces ever seem to float. 

V. 

There is a tenderness, a love, 
A halo of the Powers above, 
AVhich round a lovely female child 
E'er seem to hover, ^lQi<i\L''\r«^x^N^mk 
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To look for in the other sex ; 
Each gesture quiet, tender, wild, 
Is filled with Nature's softest strain 
Of beauty ; Venus doth annex 
Her every charm, as though to dare 
Mankind to look, yet not love, there ! 

VI. 

Oft prayed the Sultan, but his prayer 
Seemed destined but to wake the air 
Unnoticed ; and Fate's adverse hand 
Peopled his palace with a band 
Of infant males ; his anxious eyes 
Ne'er gazed upon his hoped-for prize. 

VII. 

At length, one day, the audience hall 
Was filled, and Giaffar on his throne 
Sat listlessly, as each new fall 
Of petty power unto his own 
Added a territory new 
To swell his realm, which larger grew 
With each successive battle fought, 
When a black eunuch he had bought. 
For his great strength and massive size, 
Bent low before his royal eyes. 

VIII. 

" Oh ! mighty monarch ! deign to hear 
The fortune with which Allah's power 
Hath blessed thee in this joyful hour 
(Unto His name be praise and fear) ; 
The lady, from Circassia's plain, 
Brought by the power of thine arms. 
Hath, in the beauty of her charms 
CWiiich may she for tlae©\oiigT^\ia.\\i^^ 
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A female infant borne to thee, 
As lovely as the radiant moon 
Which nightly on its course doth flee, 
Unto His people Allah's boon." 

IX. 

'* Ha I speak'st thou true, slave ? " 

" May my head 
Roll from my shoulders if I tell 
Thee not, oh ! Sultan, true ! As fell 
The shadows shortly 'neath the spread 
Out trees, thy daughter gave her cry ; 
^lay Eblis seize me, if I lie ! " 

X. 

^' Dissolve the council ! let stem War 
To-day its trumpet sound afar 
From us ; this day we give to joy 
And Allah's praise ; no fierce alloy 
Shall mingled be with our deUght I 
Go I let the cannon swiftly roar 
Its welcome notes from shore to shore, 
And hail the sign of Allah's might ! 

XI. 

'^ The Odalisque who hath conceived 
This daughter shall no longer be 
Our slave ; our heart hath been bereaved 
Too long ; she shall a high degree 
Possess for this. Regard her all 
As your Sultana from this day ; 
For, by my beard, his head shall fall 
Who dares my word to disobey !" 

xu. 
The thundering cannon shake the air^ 
And cleaves tho smoke t\ift xxsA^i^ ^'t^^ 
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Proclaiming to the people round 

The joy that hath their Sultan crowned ; 

The horse-tails flutter in the breeze, 

The gilded boats float o'er the seas, 

The clash of cymbals floats along 

The air above the gorgeous throng ; 

The horsemen dart across the plain 

In serried squadrons ; then the rein 

Is loosened on the arching neck, 

Whose jetty hair the foam doth fleck, 

And back they come with lightning speed, 

Hurling aloft the swift jerreed ; 

The banners float from minaret, 

And tower, and dome ; and louder yet 

The cannon thunders from the side 

Of the huge ships, as on the tide 

They lazily at anchor swing, 

While banners o'er the rigging cling, 

And float upon the gentle air. 

Displaying their bright colours there. 

XIII. 

Loud ring the joyful shouts on high. 
And mount towards the azure sky, 
AVhich, cloudless as the infant's breast 
That slumbers in a gentle rest 
Within the golden couch, whereon 
Its tender limbs are now reclining. 
Its little arms in beauty twining 
Its rosy, heaving bosom on. 
Smiles down upon the scene of mirth. 

As though it shared the thoughts of earth. 

« « « « « 

XIV. 

Years fled, and, with their circling round. 
Young Fatima new \)ea.u\ivs& ioxxxid. 
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The darkness of her orient eyes 
lUumined, as when dart the flashes 
From the dark, overhanging skies, 
With every feeling 'neath their lashes. 
Her long and flowing ebon hair 
Looked darker 'neath the diamond's glare 
That sparkled on her marble brow — 
The ensign of her proud descent — 
And on her breast's unsullied snow, 
The heavy, waving tresses blent. 
Her little ripe and pouting mouth 
Breathed perfumed gales, as when the south 
AVind gently scatters o'er the towers 
The sweetness of a thousand flowers. 
She was a very Peri queen. 
The loveliest mortal earth hath seen. 



XV. 

When she had told her thirteenth year, 
The Sultan, learning that a seer 
Of great renown was in: the land, 
Sent forth his royal word, that he 
Should prophecy the destiny 
She had received at Allah's hand. 



XVI. 

Upon his throne the Sultan sat. 
His numerous chiefs were grouped around ; 
And, in the midst, upon the ground, 
Covered with a bright crimson mat, 
Embroidered with the richest gold, 
In workmanship's most tasteful fold. 
Sat Fatima, her lovely face 
Partly uncovered, to allow 
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The holy dervish on her brow 
His lines mysterious to trace. 

XVII. 

Apparelled in a flowing robe 
Of dazzling whiteness, stood the seer, 
Holding within one hand a globe, 
Whereon strange figures did appear. 
His flowing beard descended down 
In waves that steel had never pressed. 
Its masses of bright ruddy brown 
Swept o'er his white-embroidered vest. 
Benevolence, and yet command, 
Shone in his large and hazel eye ; 
And o'er the throng his glance did fly. 
As waited he the Sultan's hand. 

xvni. 

" Oh, seer ! whose fervent lips have pressed 

The holy Kaaba of the blest. 

Whose eyes can pierce the future's veil. 

And to the ear of man reveal 

The dangers which around him steal, 

The foes which may his power assail ; 

Prophet of Allah, (may his name 

Be blest !) thy sovereign hath claim 

Upon thy skill : thou see'st this child, 

How Allah hath upon her smiled ; 

I would learn of thee what her fiate 

May be ; if dangers may await 

Her path ; or if she safe will live 

To comfort me — for this I give 

Thee what thy soul desireth best. 

Proceed — we listen, holy seer; 

Speak what thou knowest without fear — 

Thou hast our higb.\>eliestl" 
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XIX. 

" Fountain of light ! " the seer replied, 

" Be thy will not by me denied — 

AVithin this lovely maiden's face 

I see but one dark, sombre trace ; 

Her line of life wiU safe from fear 

Be, till between her sixteenth year 

And eighteenth ; then, oh, pardon me. 

Sultan, I tell but what I see : 

A serpent mark doth cross the line 

Of life between those rosy years, 

And shadowed death on it appears. 

Elsewhere her fate is bright as thine ; 

But death is only feebly drawn. 

Faint as the shadows of the morn. 

K she can pass these years unharmed, 

Long shaU the beauty which hath charmed 

Thine eyes be spared to thee ; her stream 

Of hfe shall like a beauteous dream 

Flow gently on : to thee, oh, son 

Of light, have I the danger told : 

May she pass harmless through its fold — 

May Allah grant it ! I have done." 

XX. 

" Dervish, well hast thou told thy tale; 
Thou shalt to thy Caucasian hills, 
Thy lonely hut amid the rills. 
Far from all habitation's pale. 
Return the richer. If her hour 
Of birth be by no darker power 
O'ershadowed, be it mine to save 
Her from the dimly-looming grave ; 
Be mine the power, mine the care, 
To guard her when the threatening clouds 
Stoop o'er her head their heavy shrouds. 
Until the sky again grow Mt.^"* 
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PART IT. 
I. 

Upon their course the circling years 
Rolled on, unmixed with cares or tears, 
And soon drew near the time to guard 
The maiden in her hour ill-starred ; 
And Giaffar caused upon the isle 
To be built for her the small pile, 
"Which standeth yet, and still doth prove 
The strength of a fond parentis love. 

II. 
Within, the heay curtains hung 
From the gold knobs to which they clung ; 
Upon the crimson silk divan 
Exhausted were the arts of man. 
The rooms, amid their drapery light, 
Glittered with Koran verses bright ; 
While, o'er the doors, on deep blue ground, 
In gold the holy words were found. 
One faithful servant, true and tried, 
Was to watch o'er the Sultan's pride. 
And, when all things were finished, and 
Her sixteenth year was well nigh spanned, 
The Sultan in his boat of state, 
Surrounded by a splendid host 
Of skiflfs, that glittered as they tossed, 
Proceeded to the tower her fate 
Had made her prison, while should run 
For two whole years the circling sun. 

III. 
There was she left ; and, every day. 
When Giaffar's cares of state were o'er. 
Would his foot press that well-loved shore. 
And sweetly would lie while away 
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His leisure moments with his child, 
Whose tenderness his care beguiled. 

IV. 

Her influence over him was known, 

And those who would that heart of stone, 

Towards others, move, would hang their prayer 

Unto the silken cord which hung 

Her window from, to which was strung 

All she required from outer air. 

V. 

Then, when her father came, would she 
Unto his heart their causes plead; 
And seldom, with that voice to read. 
Met they aught but benignity. 

VI. 

Sweet were the moments he passed there. 

Freed from the royal weight of care. 

No eye was there to note how changed 

Their Sultan's haughty look became. 

How monarch then was but a name, 

"When he thro' Love's wide pleasures ranged ; 

His head reclining on her breast. 

His arm around her slender waist, 

Thus would the lofty Giaflfar taste 

The pleasures of a parent blest. 

VII. 

'Tis sweet to see the budding vine 
Its fragile tendrils softly twine 
About the sturdy tree, and cling 
Unto the massive boughs which swing 
Their branches down towards its form. 
To shelter it from every storm ; 
While the vine upward spreads its leaves, 
To meet the love it there xetifeviea.. 
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vin. 

'Tis sweet to see the violet cower 
Beneath the heavy leaves, which spread 
Their guardian shadow o'er its head, 
When stormy skies reveal their power ; 
'Tis sweet in flowers to behold 
The weak around the stronger fold ; 
But lovelier far than Nature's grace, 
Stirring emotions warmer, higher, 
*Tis to behold, in loved embrace, 
A daughter clinging to her sire. 

IX. 

Unwillingly, when closed the shade 
Of evening round, would Giaffar part ; 
Unwillingly his gesture bade 
The rowers towards the palace start ; 
He feared lest evil should befall. 
Lest the dervish's words should prove 
Too true, and frowning Fate should call 
Away his bosom's tenderest love. 
With joy he hailed the noonday sun. 
The hour when state affairs were done, 
And set at liberty once more 
The heart that longed its love to pour. 



X. 

Time fled along ; the maid attained 
The evening of her eighteenth year ; 
To-morrow life should be regained ! 
For ever press that clasp so dear! 
On Europe and on Asia's coast 
The grandest preparations were 
Arranged to greet the Sultan's boast, 
Returning to tlie open aVr. 
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The listed meadows for the games 
Were fenced around with cords of gold ; 
The rockets pent their coloured flames, 
The flags coiled in expectant fold. 
From all the nations round about 
The different races flocked in streams, 
To hail her Freedom's dawning beams, 
With the clear, ringing, heartfelt shout. 
Crowding within the city's gate, 
Or bivouacking in the air, 
With joyful hearts, and looks elate, 
The clustering thousands waited there. 

XI. 

'Tis morning, and the rising sun 
O'ertops the hills ; the booming gun 
Rolls o'er the waters of the strait ; 
And redly glows the bounding billow, 
As rests the sunlight on its pillow, 
Resuming its bright course of Fate. 

XII. 

Within the palace all are roused ; 
Giaffar hath never closed his eyes ; 
Sleep with his brain could not be spoused. 
For her* wing all reflection flies. 
How bounded his parental breast. 
When the loud thundering cannon's boom 
Betokened that the hour of rest 
Had vanished with the fswiing gloom 1 
Swift rose he from his broidered bed. 
And brightly did the sun's rays gleam 

* I am aware that, according to the ancients, Sleep was a god^ and not 
a goddess; bat, as their gods are seldom believed in, and Sleep is dear to 
all, I think that Sleep must be of that gender which is most dear^ i.e. 
feminine. _ 



116 EFFECTS OF ALL MOODS. 

Upon the jewels on his head, 
Making them sparkle 'neath its beam. 



XIII. 

" Go, slaves, prepare the small caique 

In which I daily journey there ; 

You, Hassan, to the well-known creek 

Shall in the boat with me repair ; 

Yourself except, none shall with me 

Proceed this day ; I would be first 

To meet her in that tower accursed, 

And set my lovely daughter free ! 

Prepare the tokens of our joy ! 

Let cannon tell when touches land 

My daughter's footstep ! nought must cloy 

The bliss we wait from Allah's hand ! " 
« « « « « 

xrv. 

The sun shone on the glittering bars 
Before the window of the tower, 
Which sparkled like the caverned spars 
"WTien the red torches on them glower. 
And Fatima, as dawned the sun, 
Arose, and o'er the waters blue 
Her glance pierced to the home she knew, 
And should rejoin ere day was run ! ' 

At mid-day would the time be o'er. 
Her long imprisonment be past 1 
Again would she that weU-loved shore 
Press, in a joy that aye should last ! 
She heard the morning cannon boom, 
And saw the sunlight bathe each dome 
And minaret in floods of gold. 
And thro' her breast ita ^axm t:^^«» ijolkd. 
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XV. 

In vain she on her bosom pressed 
Her hands, to stay her throbbing breast ; 
Love, happiness, and freedom's thought, 
Like spark that hath the powder caught, 
Blazed thro' it, with sensations sweet. 
In vain she strove the morn to greet 
With cahner feelings ; sprang each vein 
In joy which she could not restrain. 
In vain she paced her chamber round, 
No new distraction could be found : 
Again before the window she 
Appeared, but then all looked so free 
And happy, that her bosom's throbs 
Stilled in a gushing burst of sobs. 

XVL 

A rustling sound roused from her tears 
The maid, and, for an instant, fears 
Shot thro' her ; but lost as conceived, 
Her eyes inquiring soon perceived 
That 'twaa the silken cord which still 
Hung down, obedient to her will. 
That all who wished their longings heard 
Might have them to her sire preferred. 

xvn. 

The maiden swiftly towards her drew 
The cord, and, as its substance flew 
Through her white fingers,' soon came near 
A basket, filled with choicest flowers ; 
And luscious grapes, from Scio's bowers. 
Shone forth in beauty, and did peer 
Between the buds, as when in groves 
Young Bacchic nym^^ha «t^ cwol'^Xs^ Vrs^^s^. 
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xvin. 

The fragrant present thus secured, 
The lovely Fatima her hand 
Waved to the one who had procured 
Her the sweet token of the land ; 
And then, upon the cushioned seat, 
She turned the basket o'er with care, 
Selecting all the finest there 
For when she should her loved sire meet. 



XIX. 

Tis noon, and o'er the strait a boat, 
Urged by a pair of arms, doth float ; 
Expectant thousands wait around 
The shore, to watch for its return — 
Expectant thousand bosoms bum 
To welcome back the one renowned. 

XX. 

The skiff gUdes swiftly on beneath 
The window of the lonely tower. 
And Giaffar stills his panting breath. 
And strives to calmly meet that hour. 

XXI. 

He quits the boat, he gains the door ; 
His signal's answered by the slave ; 
No information doth he crave. 
His rapid feet stride o'er the floor. 
He mounts the polished marble stair, 
And enters in that well-known room. 
" Allah be praised ! my child is there ! 
She dies not in her Yioux oi bloom I" 
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xxii. 

Yet hush! she sleeps! her lovely head 
Is resting on the velvet pillow ; 
One graceful arm upon her breast, 
In dreamy negligence, is pressed ; 
The other, like a weeping willow 
That waveth o'er the silent dead. 
In mourning for their fallen pride, 
Hangs down in beauty at her side ; 
Her night-like tresses scatter o'er 
The crimson cushion, disarrayed ; 
Upon the polished blue-veined floor 
A peasant basket holds a store 
Of flowers and fruit displayed. 

XXIII. 

Long gazed the Sultan on his child, 

But woke she not. Her sweet fsuce smiled, 

As though, within her dreams, she knew 

That one she loved was near. On flew 

The minutes, but yet moved she not. 

Then drew the Sultan softly near 

The couch, and gently bent his face 

Towards her own, but no embrace 

Yet greeted him. A sudden fear 

Shot through him, and, upon the spot, 

Arrested swift the hand that sought 

His child's, and through him thrilled 

A shudder, and his heart was fraught 

With dread suspicion, as the words 

That spoke the seer his bosom's chords 

Within their fond depths chilled. 

But, with an effort strong, regaining 

The maatery o'er himself, his hand 

Sought hers — 'twas ice! no breathing fanned 

His bent-down cheek I hia eY^b^Xi&.^^T«iS5Ksss^ 
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From out their sockets, wildly glared 
Upon her own ; but, closed, they gave 
No answering glance; no fond look shared 
The love that made his feelings brave I 

XXIV. 

Upon her bosom^s snowy rest. 
Coiled up upon its charms, 
An asp upreared its threatening crest 
From the red spot its fangs had pressed, 
And hissed its new alarms ! 

XXV. 

Within the friendly fruit, concealed, 
Its deadly form had lain. 
And thus the maiden met her fate — 
Thus passed she through the Golden Gate- 
Thus was high Allah's will revealed, 
And Fatima was slain ! 



HErNTRICn. 

AN IMITATION OF " BEPPO." 
I. 

I'm rather in a fix ; my willing pen 

Will write, but of a subject I've no notion ; 

My thoughts, like waves, flow on, then back again 

Into the " mighty wilderness of ocean " — 

In short, my whole economy of brain 

Is in what would be styled a great commotion. 

My head is like a " middy's" chest — quite full, 

But nothing that I want 1 thence Gasi ^\ill. 
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II. 



Oh, Brain ! thou mighty structure, that canst hold 
Within thyself a thousand things I (I speak 
Of him who hath into his " caput" rolled 
A goodly memory, not of him who's weak 
In that respect) canst not to me unfold 
Some story upon which my Muse may wreak 
Her pleasure in a hecatomb of rhyme, 
Poured out in octave verses at a time? 

III. 

Oh, Muses ! some of ye look down upon 
This pen of mine, and guide the willing quill 
(Beg pardon, steel), as smoothly glides along 
Its point, and its wild vagaries pray still, 
Turning them into something fit for song- 
Something that may within the bosom thrill — 
A tale of love, of hatred, aught that ye 
May deign to send, my pen shall try to free. 

IV. 

Ah ! thanks 1 Well, reader (if you honour this 
With such attention), very long ago — 
I will not tax your known retentiveness 
To recollect the date, for I don't know 
Myself precisely, and I wiU not press 
My brain too much, for fear he should let go 
The tale, in thinking of the date (for ground 
Between two stools, we know, is often found). 

V. 

Long, long ago, then (I will just resume 
From where I broke short off my story's thread ; 
In fact, departure sometimes is my doom — 
And yours too, reader — for I ott %<ei\»VA 
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Away from my bright subject into gloom, 
And then am forced my footsteps to re-tread, 
Which, in a poem, is as hard to do 
As safely piloting a dark room through). 

VI. 

Well, long ago, again, in Frankfort's city. 
Beside which sweeps the glittering little Main, 
WTiich, in some parts, is as the EMne as pretty — 
Whereon I hope I oft may float again, 
Though not in steamboat, for it is a pity 
To pass the scenery like a railway train ; 
And then one's always dining when the view 
Shows sweetest 'neath its canopy of blue. 

VII. 

Majestic Rhine ! to have thy beauties gush 
Upon the heart in aU their splendour, thou 
Shouldst be beheld by moonhght's gleam, when hush 
All human sounds ; then, from a moimtain brow, 
Let the beholder lonely gaze where rush 
Thy mighty waters, and his heart must bow 
Before the beauties which upon him call 
To mark the power of Him who hath made all. 

VIII. 

In Frankfurt, then, at this time undecided, 
There dwelt a hale old armourer, by name 
Heinrich Halstarrig ; much himself he prided 
Upon his mighty genius and fame ; 
Though, on these points, opinions were divided. 
Some said that his designs were all too tame ; 
But, howe'er else might wage the wordy strife, 
Tbejr all agreed he had a lonely ^w'^ie. 
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IX. 

A lovely wife I what peril's in the phrase! 
What circumspection with one is required 
Within Life's whirling circles now-a-days ! 
For every woman likes to be admired, 
But 'ware the hook round which she lightly plays I 
For praise is sought the more when once acquired j 
The nuptial couch is oft a thorny bed, 
When conscious beauty to a husband's wed. 

X. 

Orbs like the summer skies when Nature smiles, 
Large, languishing, and loving ; golden tresses 
Sweeping upon the neck in careless styles ; 
Figure too heavenly for man's caresses ; 
Mouth small and rosy, full of pouting wiles. 
And bust hke when Aurora the snow presses ; 
And there's his wife, a beauty halo o'er her, 
Who needed but a glance to make adore her. 

XI. 

Oh, woman ! loveliest of Nature's works, 
Though it was you who tempted man to evil, 
Who can resist the witchery which lurks 
Within your glance ? those looks would play the devil 
With any mortal ; Christians, Heathens, Turks, 
All nations have succumbed to you ; you revel 
Within their minds, possess their dearest thought, 
No other phantom Uke your love is sought I 

XII. 

Oh ! ye are creatures strange I ye capture hearts 
To drag them at your cars, as once were tied 
(At least, so History states) the pedal parts 
Of Hector to Achilles' chariot •, m"\<ft 
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Ye scatter round your glances ; piercing darts 
Are they (I ought to know, for I have tried 
Their power) ; and, when harnessed to your train, 
'Tis very hard to free oneself again. 



XIII. 

Away we go at your triumphal wheels. 
Dragged mercilessly on, until the rope. 
With which we're bound, some pity for us feels, 
And we are left with our own thoughts to cope ; 
And most refreshing is it as there steals 
Through one the sweet reflection, " I'm a dupe ! 
Fooled like a host of others ; now alone !" 
(A thoifght that's mostly followed by a groan). 

XIV. 

Then comes a stem resolve to be no more 
The slave of woman's aria — ^but ah, alas ! 
The next sweet face we see, all, all is o'er ; 
Our promises are broken like frail glass. 
And on we rush again headlong ; before 
We have a half hour spent with her, we pass 
Into as different a state of feeling 
As ever man took trouble in revealing. 

XV. 

Ah, well ! " all that is must be for the best : " 
This is a saying that I don't deny ; 
In fact, it has by me been long confessed 
In heart, if not in language, and I try 
To make myself most happy ; if I'm blest 
With woman's tender smile, do you think I 
Muse that I may be fooled and so abhor it ? 
Ab ! no, I take it, and am. tla^a.iMvA ioT \\.. 
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XVI. 

Well, where were we? it seems I've gone astray, 

As usual, from my story ; all this verse 

Has been spun forth to state that one fine day 

A lovely girl had married for his purse 

A hale old armourer ; well, I mxist say, 

That if the reader doesn't wandering curse. 

Or go to sleep on it with wearied phiz. 

He doesn't do what I should, were this his. 

XVII. 

Then comes the question — ^why poiur forth this rhyme 
K I myself consider it so tedious ? 
Perhaps some witty scribbler of the time 
May waste on this remarks the most invidious ; 
All I can say is, that I never '^ prime " 
Myself for writing, therefore am egregious. 
And that my reason for such heinous sin 
Is simply this — I cannot keep it in. 

xvni. 

It will rush forth, whatever I do to stay 
Its poiirings ; I against it vainly strive ; 
It mvst an outlet for itself some way 
Find, or I don't think I should be alive 
For very long. Ye who don't like it pray 
Lay it aside, without you it will thrive ; 
But ye who do, I am your humble servant. 
And to amuse ye shall be most observant. 

XIX. 

Paulina — (I beg pardon, but I think 
I've left our heroine without a name 
For all this time, so now I rather shrink 
For mj forgetfulness, expectmg\Aaicva \ 
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However, I am at the river's brink 
And must go on. " What is there in a name ? " 
As Shakespeare says ; I rather think, could he 
Now gaze on his, he'd pretty quickly see). 



XX. 

They lived within the Juienstrasse, where 
The houses are so close and clustering all, 
That 'tis a wonder how a breath of air 
Or gleam of sunlight ever there can fall ; 
But when it does drop in, it is fixed there. 
Wrapped like a lovely body in its pall, 
Or like an apple in its doughy skin, 
And can't imagine how it e'er got in. 

XXI. 

But then this was the '* good old-fashioned time," 

As people term it ; we don't do thus now, 

Our notion of improvement's at its prime , 

We build our houses in an even row, 

Around an open space, in this our clime, 

And then within the centre of them stow 

A cattle-market — cows, pigs, sheep, and oflEal, 

So that the dwellers sneeze and choke, and cough all. 

XXII. 

Don't we know how to build ? — ^I rather think 
We do, indeed ; first block up half the road. 
Driving the people to the kennel's brink. 
Then every minute shower down a load 
Of dust upon their heads, at anger wink — 
It is upon you far too oft bestowed ; 
Mind, ere you clear away, have some disaster, 
Then leave a shapeless masa oi\ycv(^ ^^^'^^a&X/^. 
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XXIII. 



Yet come, Old England, thou hast qualities 
Which we admire ; look at thy London, the 
Mart of the world, the emperor of cities ; 
"Where the enormous dock and bustling quay 
Tell of the tide which ('tis a thousand pities 
It is so dirty) bears from every sea 
The choicest specimens of every shore, 
Upon thy land in quantities to pour. 

XXIV. 

How calmly and imposingly Saint Paul's 
Looms o'er the city when the silver light 
Of the uprising moon upon it falls, 
Bathing its golden cross in radiance bright, 
While the dark shadows crouch beneath its walls. 
And its broad base grows dimmer in the night. 
When the huge city sinks into repose. 
And one more day of turmoiled life doth close ! 

XXV. 

See where the river glides, a mighty pile 

Of buildings meets the all-entranc6d eye — 

Fretted and carved in every varied style 

Of architecture, rising towards the sky 

In hundred points, the fruits of human trial ; 

Would any one attempt this to decry ? 

(We will not speak of those who enter in, 

Lest we should spoil the praise these lines begin.) 

XXVI. 

Behold, where Sydenham rears its crystal hall, 
Where gleams its surface in the sim's bright 
Where, in its gorgeous gardens, are grouped 
The rarest flowers that HatiiXQ''& «i^ dc^ss^ 
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Where, 'neath a rainbow, glittering waters fall 
In beauteous forms that fascinate the gaze — 
Where Art and Nature have combined to please, 
And Beauty whispers in each passing breeze. 

xxvn. 

This is thy brightest side. We will not speak 

Of thy d^k pictures— of thy gloomier life — 

Of thy brute husbands (brutes? no, men!), who wreak 

Their drunken mahce on a loving wife, 

Who, bearing aU in women's spirit— meek. 

Complains not till it doth endanger life ; 

Thy stupid laws, which do their work by halves, 

Feeding the husband while the poor wife starves ! 

XXVIII. 

No, no 1 in pity for thee we will turn 
Rack the dark page. Yet I would have thee think 
That thou hast one — ^that, though thy glory bum 
Brightly outside, yet still beside its brink 
A duller gleam is found. Go ! see and learn 
Thy state. We aU have bitter cups to drink. 
Go, watch thine ! lest the measure brimmeth o'er. 
And merge thy glory, to arise no more I 

xxrx. 

Halstarrig in the workshop mostly spent 
His time, while sweet Paulina, at the window, 
Her eyes upon the casual passers bent 
(A thing which very often fair women do) ; 
And now and then I almost think she leant 
A little way out, as would to the inn go 
A handsome cavalier ; but then, of course, 
She never let him see her g\aiicc»^ ^ovaoi^. 
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XXX. 

This inn — the "Goldnen Stem" — was opposite 
Unto the house where ol4 Halstarrig lived ; 
And, from their upper window, most in it 
Could they behold. Indeed, his wife derived 
Most of her pleasure thence. There would she sit, 
Gazing at what was done, planned, or connived 
At in its precincts, till the evening air 
Brought up her husband from his iron lair. 

XXXI. 

He would not let her wander forth alone. 
For he liked not the swaggering cavaliers ; 
And he was &r too busy on his throne 
Of metal, looking to his heads for spears 
Arid swords, to be to walking with her prone, 
And so she stayed in doors to calm his fears ; 
For nothing is so jealous as the one 
Who weds a wife for him by far too young. 

xxxu. 

He knows she is unfit for him — ^her love 
Is not his own — that her response was bought — 
And dreads the hour his eyes shall to him prove 
A truth that on which he hath often thought. 
He knows fond feelings in the breast will move — 
That they will rise, uncalled-for and unsought ; 
And, knowing that they rise not for him, he 
Tortures himself to find where they may flee. ' 

XXXIII. 

The flower chilled beneath the early snow. 
All cowering beneath its white embrace ; 
The prisoner to the one on whom the blow 
Of death has fallen chained, to t\i<^ ^^ocst \;£«x^ 
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Of human life y6t fastened, are, I trow, 
Similes which may not here be out of place 
In speaking of that phase of worldly life— 
A tottering husband and a blooming wife. 



XXXIV. • 

Not that I mean to say the case thus stood 

Between Paulina and her husband : far 

Be it from me to be so faJse and rude. 

She liked him, though he glowed not like a star 

In love for her; for, be it understood, 

In kindness he by no means was deficient : 

His only fault was — he would be omniscient. 



XXXV. 

(And great bores are your very prying people. 
Who into everything will poke and peer — 
"Who would have every action from a steeple 
Loudly proclaimed, so that they all might hear 
About their neighbours — ^who will snesLk and creep all 
Over a place, to learn all they be near — 
Who cannot rest until their brains have sought 
Out something secret, which, when known, is nought. 



XXXVI. 

Not that I think that curiosity 
Is generally bad. No, not a bit ! 
When properly applied, prosperity. 
In a great measure, often owes to it 
Its rise ; but then, that sort is when we try 
To learn that all the world may benefit 
By our researches ; not when we employ 
Our arts our feUow-men "but Vi umio^ ."^ 
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XXXVIT. 



Here's a parenthesis I I really must 

Beg pardon for this very long oration, 

But I can't help myself; in fact, I'm just 

Like trains which do not stop at the right station. 

But into other carriages get thrust. 

Causing a vast amount of consternation 

And broken limbs. Then some bright genius " anmes" 

Himself to state his anger in the Times. ^ 

xxxvni. 

What an amount within its columns one 

May view I Here are a hundred new inventions 

For doing everything beneath the sun ; 

And each one setteth forth its own pretensions, 

As if there were no other one begun 

Worth e'en the trouble of the least attentions. 

But " each one for himself" is each one's motto 

(Another part each adds, but I ought not to) ; 

XXXIX. 

For those who try at rhyming are expected 
To curb aU feelings on their headlong courses, 
And be with Puritanic minds affected, 
Just as if one could curb the bounding horses 
Of the wild desert. This, to be effected. 
Would show those trying it that aU their force is 
Of no avail, and make them look with more 
Lenience on those who are such wild steeds o'er. 

XL. 

But this is worse than ever ! I begun 
Another octave to apologise 
For a parenthesis, and here I've run 
Into a long digression, wMcb. \3[i^ ^-^^ 
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Must ache to look at. Oh ! that *twere not spun, 
For my brain out of this no way descries. . 
So, perhaps, you'll generously back again 
Beturn, and take up the unfinished strain. 

» 

XLI. 

And married ladies may have secrets that 

t 

(P,^hapB oft do) they would not tell their lords—* 
Little et ceteras^ which, to tea chit-chat, 
^Mongst them and ancient maids such zest affords. 
Great fim it is, no doubt ; for, when they Ve sat 
An hour or two, the same quick race of words 
Goes rushing on. No tokens of diminishing 
Show that the conversation is near finishing. 

XLII. 

Paulina, pretty innocent, no doubt, 

Had not a secret of her own to keep, 

Or tell, or let it gently murmur out 

Within the period we devote to sleep 

(This last would not have mattered much, for, stout 

As he was, Heinrich, soon as he did creep 

Between the sheets, set up a snore so loud 

That 'twould have drown'd a moderate thunder-cloud). 

XLIII. 

I'm not quite sure, though, that Paulina was 
Entirely without secrets ; for I, being - 
Possessed of that bird which knows aU because 
He has such a mirac^ilous power of seeing, 
Have heard that, when her lord and master's snores 
Were setting e'en the very rats a-fleeing, 
A covert smile upon her rosy lip 
Hovered, as though Lovers ]^ioi^\]icv]i&\ii^\t&ti^. 
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XLIV. 

A smile ! There is a great deal in a smile : 
There is the half sarcastic and the stern, 
The loving, melancholy, covert wile. 
Anger repressed ; all the dark thoughts that burn 
Within man's bosom oft conceal their guile 
Beneath the curving lip, and back return 
Into the breast, to blaze the fiercer there, 
Because the outward aspect must be fair. 

XLV. 

Etna — ^its fires within its caverned womb 
BoUing and fiercely striving to burst forth, 
Preying upon the substance of their tomb. 
Is a fit emblem of man^s pent-up wrath. 
It glows amid his bosom's thoughts of gloom. 
Destroying all that would oppose its path, 
Until it either bursts forth, or the frame 
Succumbs beneath the fierce-devouring flame. 

XLVI. 

Oh I passions of all sorts, ye are indeed 
(Especially when profuse) most awkward things ; 
Ye upset aU our hearts have just decreed 
To be our laws, and give our virtues wings. 
So that they fly away with marvellous speed. 
And leave us to the one sole thought which clings 
Within our breasts ; and truly strong is he 
Who, when so fixed, can make that passion flee. 

XLVII. 

But where were we? I think I was describing 
An old man and a girl laid side by side ] 
And lo ! behold ! immediate comes a tribe in 
Of verses, which Vm 8\iie 1 uevet XiTvs^ 
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To bring here. I intended just inscribing 
Upon this paper how appeared the bride : 
I've said a smile upon her lips she bore, 
And what on earth can my Muse wish for more? 

XLvni. 

However, Til scold ye not, O Muse ! for fear 
Ye should withdraw your power from my pen, ' 
And very foolish I should then appear, 
And pretty sport should make for " little men," 
Who ne'er lose opportunities to sneer 
At all attempts to raise oneself; for when 
They wallow in the mire they love to make, 
They wish that all should of their dish partake. 



XLEX. 

But let the petty scribblers in the town 
Nib the sharp pen and whet the venomed tooth, 
Combine to hunt the Muses' votary down, 
And exercise their malice without ruth ; 
The aspirant will yet attain his crown, 
Spite of their cavil and perverted truth. 
Their arts united aU to cast a stain 
Upon the fame they never can attain. 

L. 

As soon shaU stay the sun his glowing force. 
His ruddy glories with the earth not share ; 
Bright Luna pause upon her silvery course, 
Because the petty squib attains the air 
But for a moment (trying to hide the source 
Of their effulgence) speaks, and dieth there ; 
The lion pause before his well- won prey, 
Because the snarling wild dog \«i^ ^^ ^«^ , 
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LI. 

As shall the stream from Heliconic rill 
Beneath their puny efforts stay its waves ; 
(Behold Lord Byron, whom they tried to still 
Beneath their pens ! — ^fools, they but dug their graves. 
Long shall his strains within the bosom thrill 
When ye are mouldering dust, ye envious slaves !) 
But snari away ; e*en this weak pen shall care 
Little for what your " Httleness" may dare ] 

LII. 

Yet stay, my pen, disgrace not thus thy line, 
Why drag such abject crawlers in thy theme? 
In noticing such minds thou lowerest thine 
Too ; therefore, let them, like forms of a dream, 
Fade from thy thoughts, and turn thee to the Nine ; 
Leave them to what they are and what they seem ; 
On him who, to drag all down to him tries, 
We waste not words, in silence we despise. 

LIII. 

Well, then, Paulina and her husband were 
Laid side by side between the snowy sheets ; 
He locked in sound repose, while her soft pair 
Of eyes were gazing from their blue retreats 
Upon the night-lamp's pale and spectral glare. 
As fled its rays towards her bosom's sweets, 
While her Hps curled into a pretty smile 
(Since this I stated 'tis a long, long while ; 

Lrv. 

And, therefore, I may perhaps relate it to 
Your ears) ; but why she smiled, I cannot tell : 
'Twas something which her bosom clearly knew 
Was far too good a joke ioi \iet \jo ^^^ 
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Upon unto her husband ; I and you 

Are equally unconscious of what fell 

Across her mind ; although, perhaps, I might 

Attempt a guess, I sha'n't — 'twould not be right. 



LV. 

For ladies' secrets are not meant to be 

The subject of a jest for earthlier men ; 

So, if I guess, my lips shall never free 

The substance of it to the air again ; 

For there's a voice within which whispers me 

To silence ; but come, come, my worthy pen, 

Keep to your task ; for too much moralising 

Keproof may meet from the most sympathising. 

LVI. 

The night passed on ; and rolled the silvery moon 

Upon her glorious path across the sky ; 

And came the morn at length — ah ! oft too soon 

The hours of night around the dial fly I 

Then ceased Halstarrig's portable bassoon 

As lazily he oped his dexter eye, 

And, seeing that his wife was nearly through 

Her dressing, slowly woke, and got up too. 

Lvn. 

The breakfast was dispatched ; and then the day 
Began in earnest. Old Ilalstarrig went, 
As usual, to his sword and spear array — 
For he had several weapons to invent 
Of a new kind — ^for in much rougher play 
Than usual men's lives were now often spent. 
Paulina got a chair, placed herself in, 
And studied the interioir oi tix^ iau* 
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LVIII, 



Now, had she lived within our times, no doubt 
She would have taken to her crochet, or 
Other knick-knacks with which our girls eke out 
Their time when left alone ; but, ah ! no store 
Of pattern collars graced the shops about — 
Those marvellous things, the like ne'er seen before, 
Loomed not upon their feeble-looking strips, 
In mangled fragments of straight lines and chips. 

LIX. 

Doubtless, if she had been thus occupied, 
'Twould have been better for all parties ; she 
Would not have done what she did, I not tried 
To write this story, and you would not be 
Fatigued with following my vagaries wide ; 
Though, as unto the last, you will agree 
That 'tis your fault (although kind one) to travel 
With me as I the thread of this unravel. 

LX. 

Long sat she at the window. I don't know 
What she did there, for history states not 
The incidents ; perhaps Heinrich, down below, 
Might have thought that a cavalier the spot 
Beneath the casement much frequented, though 
The sun within the streets was very hot. 
And he might have been riding there for shade, 
And to that inn, by chance the merest, strayed. 

LXI. 

Halstarrig hammered on, and forged, and bent 
Lron into its every shape to kill. 
What art is exercised, what labour's spent 
To take away the spirit tkaAi ^\Xi \)ar^ 
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In every bosom, which men have them lent 
So that they may enjoy existence, till 
Its Author chooses to take it away. 
And leave the senseless body to decay ! 

• 

LXII. 

Man^s a ferocious animal, in general ; 

There are exceptions I might bring to light 

Which show another aspect ; but most men are all 

Fond of the wild excitement of the fight — 

The roar of cannon, whistling shots, and, when are all 

Falling around in heaps, a wUd deUght 

Darts through the breast, and makes one hurry on 

To death or glory, (They are sometimes one.) 

LXin. 

I dare say, reader, you remember how. 
Not very long ago, one high in power 
Received on every side the heaviest blow 
That written malice could upon him shower ; 
His acts were laughed at, ridiculed ; but now 
That he's beyond our reach (I call it " our,*' 
For a good reason), from the very source 
That struck him comes his glory in full force. 

Lxrv. 

I recollect perusing, one fine day. 
In one of our newspapers (pshaw ! the name 
Escapes me now), a statement of the way 
In which some praised the man they gave to blame ; 
The writer mentioned that their wordy fray 
First broke the noble heart of him with shame ; 
Then, like the one who is to drink a slave, 
They maudlin tears shed ©""ex tYisvi ^c\)\3kv!«» ^^^^\ 
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LXV. 

Well, to resume. The day rolled on ; the sun, 
His course near finished, was just settling down 
Behind the housetops ; and, his labour done, 
Halstamg smoothed his dress and business frown, 
And — had he slimmer been, he would have run. 
But, being portly — walked up to his " crown," 
As wives are termed, when wedded in true love's band, 
('* A virtuous wife a crown is to her husband.") 

LXVI. 

He slowly climbed the height with easy gait. 

When, as he trod upon the topmost stair 

(In a fatigued and very heated state). 

He heard a sound that made him pause just there 

And listen ; and he heard a low debate 

That made his eyes expand their broadest stare ; 

Within the chamber where true love rejoices 

He heard a cavalier's and his wife's voices ! 

LXVII. 



He listened — "The old fool !" he heard, and his 
Too conscious heart suggested, " he means me," 
And longer, paler, grew his round, red phiz. 
As tenderer the conference seemed to be ; 
And, all at once, " I'll swear that was a kiss," 
He muttered 'tween his teeth ; '' Who thus makes free ? " 
And, hearkening to the thoughts that on him bore, 
With one tremendous kick he smashed the door. 

Lxvin. 

The sight that met his eyes was quite sufficient 
To stir up rage in any husband's breast ; 
A gallant, clearly in Love's arts proficient, 
Held sweet Paulina in bis aima doaa ^^easftj^. 
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His kisses, by Halstarrig made deficient, 
Were trembling on his lips as the new guest, 
Unsought for and unwished, by him, at least, 
Came rushing like a lion to a feast. 

Lxrx. 

Relinquishing Pauhna, fix)m his side 

He drew his trusty blade, and whirled it round ; 

But old Halstarrig could such things deride, 

For he was skilled in use of arms. A bound — 

Most marvellous for him — ^brought to his side 

A mighty battle-axe, and o'er the ground, 

In fifty pieces, in a second, flew 

The sword its master fondly hoped was true. 

LXX. 

Swifb to the casement rushed the cavalier. 
And dropped ; how he got up I don't pretend 
To state, for I don't know ; but, ere his fear 
Carried him out, Halstarrig's foot did lend 
An impetus, well timed, swift, and severe, 
Which to make him go quicker much did tend ; 
So that, in less time than it to repeat 
Takes, he was scudding swiftly up the street, 

LXXI. 

He being disposed of thus, the husband turned 

His gaze upon his wife, who, 'mid her tears, 

Sobbed forth her true repentance ; that there burned 

In her but love for him ; the cavalier's 

Visit was not her fault — ^that she had spumed 

His protestations ; that her husband's years 

Did not prevent her loving him ; in fact, 

All that a woman hath iox svicJia. ^icesifift «i^aj2t^. 
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LXXII. 



Halstarrig would have listened to her words, 
Perhaps unmoved ; but, when he saw her eyes 
Sparkling with drops, a something in the chords 
Of his old tender heart still would arise. 
It always is the case — our brain affords 
Us no assistance when a woman cries ; 
Stem thoughts, stern words, back on each other roll, 
And become lost in tenderness of soul. 

Lxxin. 

Oh ! woman's tears I ye are deceitful rain, 
In general ; ye have them at conunand ; 
Full oft I've been deceived. Again, again, 
Beneath the full orbs which my face has scanned, 
Hath my heart melted — softness is its bane— 
And the harsh brain left to the loving hand 
Another tearful reconciliation. 
Soon to give way to more recrimination. 

Lxxrv. 

I have believed — as always men believe — 

A woman's smile, until they wiser grow, 

And find how such sweet creatures can deceive ; 

Have felt from them the deep and treacherous blow 

Strike on the heart that fancied to receive 

But love. Alas ! we soon begin to know 

That serpents lurk beneath the brightest flower ; 

The happiest day, at least, hath one dark hour. 

LXXV. 

Oh ! she is beautiful, thus half reclined 
Upon a chair, her face within her hands 
Buried ; the tear-drops through the fingers wind, 
And heaves the gentle breast -wMcXi ^i[^assi<s^ <!«asEMS5^^\ 
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Her golden hair, dishevelled, intertwined, 
Falls on her snowy neck in clustering bands, 
And her whole form is quivering with despair. 
At being by her husband found thus, there. 

LXXVI. 

Halstarrig was, I said, of tender mould. 
And, as he gazed upon his lovely wife, 
A host of feelings through his bosom rolled, 
And kept him silent by their inward strife. 
Till, by degrees, his heart beoame more bold. 
As his right feelings started into life ; 
And, gazing sadly on the one he loved 
(Though in his homely way), he her reproved. 

Lxxvn. 

" Paulina I wife 1 is't thus thou wouldst repay 

The love I bear thee ? thus return the care. 

With which I've cherished, guarded, day by day, 

The one I wedded, misery to spare ? 

Is't thus thou wouldst affection cast away, 

A true, though blunt one, for a gallant's prayer ? 

I have not loved thee madly, perhaps, but who 

Will say that love not thus cannot be true ? 

LXXVIU. 

" Our ages differ much ; but why, then, wed 
One whom thou lovedst not ? Why make that rite 
A mockery ? Why to the altar led. 
If but to make a jest of all that's right ? 
I may have guarded thee too close — 'tis said 
(For I have heard those words of envious spite) — 
But, when we own a cherished flower, we care 
More than the gazers xo\md lot \\» ^fc\&s^. 
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LXXIX. 

" If thou regard'st me as a tyrant o'er 
Thy wishes, from this instant thou art free ; 
Thou shalt return unto thy father's door, 
But not to poverty — thou rich shalt be ; 
I own enough that I may on thee pour 
Some of the wealth which He hath upon me 
Bestowed ; and, though thou spurn'st an old man's love, 
A chord shall in it for thy weKare move. 

LXXX. 

" Silence? then art thou free ; no more mine arm 
Shall shield thee thus, although it shall extend 
Protection o'er thee ; whene'er draweth harm 
Near, thou shalt find that thou hast one true friend. 
Farewell, Paulina ! farewell, my life's charm, 
The hope of my existence finds its end ; 
I leave thee, and the withered oak doth now 
Behold its last leaf dropping from its bough." 

LXXXI. 

He ceased, and turned to go, but, with a bound, 
She flung herself upon his honest breast. 
And, in those tears, repentance true had found 
A resting place ; and, as he fondly pressed 
Her in his arms, he saw his words had crowned 
Him with her love, and that her heart addressed 
Itself thenceforth unto himself alone — 
That her love thence was really all his own. 

LXXXII. 

And here we'U leave them, wholly reconciled, 
And tax the reader's patience with no more ; 
And, if these lines a tedious hour have wiled 
Away for him, my mission is "weli o'«i . 
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If I have, by this tale, his care beguiled 

For a short time, my pen and I ne'er bore 

A prouder thought between us, I am certain, 

And, therefore, with your leave, we'll drop the curtain. 



THE POET'S DREAM. 

Hover round, ye airy creatures ! 

Fold me in your dreaming wings ; 
Give my soul the gentle features 

Which your presence always brings ! 
Hover o'er my soul, and banish 

Aught of Earth, that it may, free 
From its dull chains, to regions vanish 

Known but to poets and to ye I 
Close ! oh, close your radiant fancies 

Round me ! take me on your flight I 
In your arms the dream enhances 

Its own thoughts, however bright I 
Gently bear me to your regions ! 

Take me to your realms of love ! 
Circle me with the bright legions 

Peopling your sweet rest above I 
Thanks ! I feel your touch is on me I 

Bounds my soul in gentle birth — 
Now my spirit rests upon ye. 

Soaring upward ! — ^farewell. Earth I 



LONDOlSr BY ISriGHT. 

NEW year's eve. 

'TIS night — ^the mighty city lies in sleep ; 
The moonbeams glitter o'er the massive dome, 
That towers o'er the B\.\ua\)ei% oi tVia biw-ve. 
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How calm and how majestic is yon pile I 

Its glowing cross points upward to the sky, 

While its huge base is buried in the dark 

And phantom-peopled shadow I Oh ! thou art 

An emblem of the land whereon thou standest — 

Calm and imposing — of a moveless strength, 

Sufficient to resist the mightiest shock — 

And round thee, glittering 'neath the pale orb, rise 

A thousand star-tipped spires : within the stream 

That bears the commerce of the rounded earth 

By day, but now flows silently along. 

Save where some spectral barge doth slowly cross 

Its waters, restless as the miser's soul, 

Glow the reflections of the lamps upon 

The bridges ; far away into the night . 

They stretch in lines of bright and lessening fire. 

'Tis beautiful ! The stars gaze on the earth 

In clear, unclouded brightness, and the moon 

Pours down her placid light in silver floods. 

Silent is all around. Oh, stars ! that whirl 
Upon your heaven-born courses ! are ye all 
Worlds, also, like to this whereon I tread ? 
Hath He who made ye peopled ye, as well. 
With mortals ? or are ye the blest abodes 
Of happy spirits ? 

'Tis too vast a thought 
For human mind to cherish. Vast as His 
Works are on every side, what aspect gives 
A feeling of such littleness to man 
As doth the contemplation of your beauty ? 

Worms that we are I ungrateful creatures ! how 
Do we return what we receive from Him? 
How answer all His love ? The question can 
Be answered, ah I too well I 
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Hark ! on the air 
The chiming bells awake the calm of night ! 
Now fading in the distance, now beside 
The stream whereon I gaze, their voices call 
The fleeting hours ; and now with sullen boom 
The deep cathedral bell re-echoes twelve ! 

Over the water floats its fading tone- 
Over the mighty city rolls its voice, 
Proclaiming in its accents stem and deep, 
The old year's death I Farewell, old year I thou hast 
Borne care and trouble on thy dusky wings ! 
Farewell ! another link within our chain 
Of life is broken ! How long shall it last ? 
How many spirits hath thy dying voice 
Summoned to meet their Maker? May He grant 
That they are fitter for it than my soul 
Tells me I should be ! Fare thee weU, old year ! 
Thy reign is over. Hark ! the joyful bells 
Herald thy young successor ! ere thy last 
Note hath died on the air, they welcome him. 
Alas ! 'tis Life I scarce hath the one on whom 
Man hath placed love chilled in the silent grave, 
Than the recoiling heart receives again 
A new impression. 

Hark I the joyful bells 
Ring gladly out upon the starlit air ! 
Thy welcome, new year, souuds from every pile 
That can uplift its greeting voice to thee ! 
Oh, may this be prophetic ! may thy reign 
Be joyful as thine advent I may the bells 
That herald thee have now less cause to send 
Their wailing voices forth upon the air ! 
May Nature's calm be mirrored on the earth, 
And angel Peace, uponYieit saovr-^laiLtia wing^^ 
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Once more dwell in the world, and blood-red War 
Be banished to its gloom at her approach ! 
Oh, grant it. Heaven 1 'tis a nation's prayer ! 
An honourable peace is their desire ! 



ON A VERY GENTLE MAIDEN. 

Call loudly, and the echo gives 

Thy voice to thee again ; 

But whisper softly, and the breath 

Will ever there remain. 

Thus the harsh maxims of the world 

Thy bosom never share ; 

The sweetest and the gentlest tones 

Alone, a home find there. 



THE RELEASED CENTENARLIN.* 

Oh I take me back within those walls 

Which I so long have known — 
Those gloomy and o'erarching halls 

Where my best years have flown ! 
Oh, take me back again ! let me 

Again be prisoned there ! 
The bird that, caged, hath ne'er been free, 

Loves not the open air. 
Oh, take me back ! no friends have I, 

They have all passed from Earth 1 
'Mid these dark walls let Freedom die, 

Where it received its birth I 
All, all are gone, save these cold stones 

That have me sheltered long ! 
No friends have I, no well-loved tones 

Greet me 'mid Freedom's throng ! 

* From an account m a'^ienOo. "^^^t. ^ 
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Then take me back ! where I have passed 

My best years, let my breath, 
Now shortening as it neareth fast 

Its goal, be stilled in death ! 
He stops, and forward droops his head 

To aid his gaolers* throng ; 
But he is nmnbered with the dead, 

Where he hath dwelt so long. 



THE HORSE PURSUED BY WOLVES. 

Away, away, like the lightning flash, 
With a glancing hoof and a maddened dash. 
The gallant steed through the forest flies, 
Like the winged horses of the skies. 
The breath from his nostrils gushes forth 
As he snorts in his frantic fear and wrath ; 
The small ears back on the graceful head 
Are bent in his agony of dread ; 
His eyeballs gleam with the lurid fire, 
Which the thoughts of coming death inspire ; 
And he swifter bounds as the ominous howl 
Re-echoes around where his enemies prowl. 
Where, looming amid the moonlit air. 
With lolling tongues and white fangs bare. 
Slow galloping in hungry pack, 
A dozen forms are on his track. 
Away, away o'er the quiet brook, 
Ere scarce its breast his beauty took — 
Ere scarce the moonlight's paly beam 
Could mark his form upon the stream. 
Again away o'er the open plain. 
With a heaving flank and wide-flowing mane. 
With panting breast and quivering limb. 
And eye that rapidly gro^a 0^. 
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Again, where beneath his hoof-tracks crash 

The fragile twigs to his onward dash. 

Again away o'er the open ground 

Where the placid moonlight shines around, 

With a desperate plunge in the quivering stream 

That sparkles beneath the bright silvery gleam, 

The steed struggles on ; but his strength is o'er. 

And scarce can he reach the opposing shore ; 

While the famished pack have now gained on him. 

And a crowd of faces gaunt and grim 

Are filling the bank on the opposite side. 

And the stream splashes up as they leap in the tide ; 

The water is filled with their glaring eyes. 

As they spring on to feast on their helpless prize. 

The foremost hath reached him, as on the sward 

Extended he lies, and his eye hath poured 

One look of despair on the ravenous crowd, 

And the moon withdraweth behind a cloud. 

One rending scream^ that re-echoes o'er 

The forest, and calls back an answering roar ; 

One feeble attempt to arise and fly. 

With all-weakened limb and despairing eye ; 

One desperate grasp at the foremost foe 

With a gripe that at once lays the spoiler low ; 

One quivering dash of a hoof in air 

At the fierce glowing eyes that around him glare. 

And his life-blood flows on the verdant ground, 

And dyeth the thirsty earth around. 

And the moon looks forth on a crowded heap 

Who their gleaming fangs in the current steep. 

Who quarrel and bite as they tear away 

The flesh firam the limbs of their noble prey. 
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ON READING A PASSAGE IN "MARTIN 

CHUZZLEWIT." 

» « 

Yes, therQ are falsehoods on whose raiiibow wings 

The soul that uttered them shall soar on high 

To' the bright land of happy, glorious things 

That have their dwelling far above the sky. 

The falsehood that would turn aside the dart 

Of Calumny firom woman's breast, and bear 

The sting itself within the noble heart, 

Shall, tho' man yield it not, find welcome there. 

And there are truths, cold, chilling truths, which they 

Who love the world and all its hollow ways, 

And mil speak forth to please the things of clay, 

That shall not meet above such welcome rays. 

The feUsehood that would shield the frail one's name. 

And guard the erring one in sins of youth, 

Shall mount to Heaven in the holiest flame. 

While on the speaking lips shall die stem Truth. 



TO THE MUSE. 



Nay, strike no more the thrilling lyre, 

The soul within feels not the strain. 
The world's harsh tones have quenched the fire, 

'Tis gone ! ne'er more to glow again. 
Farewell, farewell ! ye blissful dreams ; 

Adieu I ye feelings of the heart ; 
Farewell, ye bright and happy gleams I 

The soul is cruBhed a& ye dspart. 



TO THE MUSE. 1*51 

Fly to some other breast, and pour 

The gentle thoughts thou gav'st to me, 
Until stem Life's dull circle tore 

The veil away, and bade them flee. 
But plant them not within the one 

Who hath to dwell where men abide ! 
Let him who owns them, 'neath the sun 

Be free as ocean's bounding tide ; 
Let his bright home be where the vast 

And mighty forests over-tower 
The fragrant land-^where nought hath passed 

To mark mankind's intruding power ; 
Where the wide waves, unsullied by 

The trading vessel, dash their white 
And rolling crests towards the sky, 

Exulting in their unpressed might ; 
Where Nature spreads her choicest store 

Upon the undulating plain, 
And myriad flowers cluster o'er 

The land in lovely, fragrant cbain. 
K there be one on earth so blest, 

As thus to dwell with one on whom 
His heart's soft thoughts may find sweet rest, 

Then be thy power of song his doom. 
But give it not to one whose life 

Must passed be in the haunts of men; 
Amid their rounds of petty strife 

All feeling dies upon the pen. 
And when shall come the time to part 

From those bright thoughts we've loved so long, 
A pang shall wring the inmost heart, 

The tribute to the dying song ! 
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* * * * 

Nay, dry those falling tears — thy child 

Is happier in the realms above, 
Though ne^er could infant lips have smiled 

Beneath a tenderer mother's love. 
The little flower was too bright 

To bloom upon this world of care ; 
He called it to His realms of light, 

And bid it sweetly blossom there. 
Above the couch its little eyes 

Beheld the white-robed angels soar ; 
The radiant glory of the skies 

Around it shone to fade no more. 
They soared beside ; and, as the soul 

Escaped its fettering clay, their white 
And dove-like wings around it stole, 

And bore it to the realms of light. 
And, ere they flew, one glorious shape, 

CompassioniDg the mother's trial, 
A kiss left on the sleeping lips. 

And wreathed them in that gentle smile. 
That kiss was pressed upon the clay 

To teU thee that He who hath given 
ELath taken, and thy baby's soul 

Reposeth on His breast in heaven. 



THOU WOULDEST KNOW. 

Thou wouldest know why unto others I 
Am silent and reserved, while imto thee 

My manner becomes changed, my gloom doth fly, 
And I another \)emg aeftm \«>\ifc. 
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Thou shalt : — ^Thine eyes behold there yonder harp, 

Thy fingers tenderly can sweep its strings, 
While others' hands produce but accents sharp 

And harsh ; no melody their presence brings. 
Thou hast the music in thy soul, but they 

Feel not within their hearts the notes they give 
Unto the air ; by rules alone they play, 

And their strains want the fire which makes thine live. 
Thus, like that harp, within me beats my heart, 

Thy gentle whispers can awake its chords 
Responsive to thine own ; thine is no art — 

Pure Nature's self breathes in thy thrilling words ; 
Thy soul is in them, therefore can they bring 

The sweetest feelings from my burning breast ; 
Thyself alone can sweetly touch the string. 

And rouse the tender feelings from their rest. 
But, when another heart which knows not love. 

But hath been taught amid the world to feign 
A sentiment resembling it, would prove 

My heart, the softer feelings hushed remain. 
It but gives forth a cold and songless note, 

Because true feelings do the touch not share ; 
The hand alone which doth true love devote 

Unto its task can melody wake there. 



BELIEF ENT CONSTANCY. 

I ACCEPT the rose-bud that you send me, 

In the meaning the Language of Flowers 
Doth attach ; for I guess you intend the 

Gift in its symbolical powers ? 
But, as it means Love, to my sorrow 

I must, ere your wish be obeyed. 
Just inquire — if, perchance, ere to-morrow 

This pretty rose-bud ma^ iio\) j(x^% 
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THE HEARTS -EASE. 

Heart's-ease, or Pensee ! why that name ? 

Can any to the first lay claim 

Who rouse the second's smouldering flame 

With heedless breath ? 
Art thou not Mockery ? Whoe'er 
Hath found thee Heart's-ease when sought? where 
Lives one who hath had thee to share 

This life beneath? 
Or Truth ? and named from the brief hour 
That thou reign'st in thy lovely power ; 
So that, would one obtain thee, flower, 

He seeketh— Death? 



SONG. 

Beware ! beware of golden hair ! 

Of the eyes of liquid blue ! 
Of the swan-like neck, like the foamy fleck 

On the war-steed dashing through — 
The gleaming lines of the waving steel 

To the sound of the " Allah ! hu ! " 

Beware ! beware of the raven tress ! 

Of the orbs of deepest night ! 
Of the olive skin, where the blood within 

Doth course like the rosy light 
That is spread o'er the earth when the sun doth rise. 

And the stars become \eaa\iT\^\.\ 
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Beware ! beware of the auburn lock 1 

And the glancing hazel eye ! 
And the pearly teeth that gleam beneath 

The lips, as the hghtnings fly, 
In a white and dazzlingly bright line 

Across the summer sky ! 

Beware ! beware of the nut-brown curl ! 

And the orbs of laughing grey, 
That one instant gleam with a loving beam, 

And then an all-willing prey 
Swift fall to some other feeling which 

Across the soul doth play ! 

Beware I beware of the orbs of night, 

Of blue, of grey, of brown ; 
Of the olive brow, and the neck of snow. 

For they all, like rose-leaves strown. 
Will bring but regret for the sweetness there, 

Which we find long thence hath flown ! 



THE SPmiT OF SONG. 

No, no, the spirit was not dead. 

It slumbered but awhile ; 
And now it springs to life again. 

Beneath thy gentle smile. 
As flowers glow beneath the sun. 

When, as he sinks his ray. 
They droop and languish, till his light 

Recalls them back to day: 
My song sinks back within my breast, 

And sleeping doth remain. 
Until the light of thy dear eyes 

Awakes its chordB agaiii. 
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THE CHAINED EAGLE'S DEMAND. 

Oh ! let me soar again on high, 

Cleave through the liquid air I 
Mount upward in the azure sky, 

The sun*s bright glories share. 
Again gaze from my lofty throne, 

The cloud-capped thunder gust ; 
And Tiew beneath, all dimly shown, 

Mankind, the things of dust I 
Once more, upon my cleaving wings, 

Soar to my proper home — 
The height to which my bosom clings, 

Where we alone can roam. 
Then let the weapon that once hurled 

Me quivering from the sky. 
Strike me ; but, oh I not on the world 

Thus fettered, let me die ! 



A DREAM. 



I SLEPT, and a dream like a ghastly gleam 

Passed through my whirling brain. 

Like an icy breath from the realms of Death, 

When he frees from life and pain 

The tossing form on the dreary couch. 

He shall not rise from again. 

I saw the strand of a barren land, 
And the sea- waves on the shore. 
Dashed wildly high to the gloomy sky, 
With a hollow, moaning roar ; 
And, as their surges swept along, 
Each crest a corpBe-WgHWc^. 
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And a frowning cave, like a giant grave, 

Yawned wide before my gaze ; 

And a mighty board, for the banquet stored, 

Was lighted by the rays 

Of the blue corpse-lamps that above it danced 

With a ghastly, flickering blaze. 



Many guests were there, and the chamel air 

Clung around their faces pale ; 

And the glittering gems on their diadems 

Flashed amid the murky veil. 

As they raised their bony arms on high, 

And shouted the loud " Waes hael ! " 



And the faces there, 'neath the paly glare, 

Were horrible to view. 

As the white lips 'neath showed the grinning teeth, 

In the light of that dismal hue ; 

And the dead eyes burned with a fearful gleam, 

As if once more life they knew. 

And, with hollow laugh, the forms did quaff 
Bright goblets of ruby wine, 
That glowing rolled from its cups of gold, 
That were ranged in gorgeous line, 
Along the length of the banquet board, 
Beneath the corpse-lights' shine. 

And the cavern rang, as they loudly sang. 

With a ghastly, awful glee ; 

And the white arms glared, as the flesh was bared. 

In the waving revelry ; 

And the earthworms crawled from the alim.^ "^^HSi^ 

At the sound of the devihry. 



Ik 
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And the monrnfiil owl, at the hollow howl, 

Came forth from her rocky nest ; 

And the bat with a scream plunged amid the gleam, 

Where the dancing corpse-lamps pressed, 

And sailed o'er the wildly-glaring eyes, 

And the gems on each broidered vest. 

Then, with frantic shout, the forms sprang out 
From their seats, and each phantom girl 
Was around the cave, to the hollow stave 
That they howled, in a giddy whirl 
Spun on, till the forms before my sight 
Became as the smoke- wreath's curl. 

And around they dashed, and the goblets crashed 

As their flying garments flung 

Out on every side, and scattered wide 

The cups ; and each spectre clung 

More fiercely to his partner's breast, 

And hurled the wild rout 'mong. 



And the corpse-lamps blue aU around them flew, 

And the rock sides gleamed with eyes, 

And all noisome things, on their dusky wings. 

Flew around with their mournful cries. 

And the toads crawled forth from their earthy beds, 

And hissed at the revelries. 

And, as I gazed, still more brightly blazed 
The lights, and more loudly sang 
The hollow shout of the fearful rout. 
And re-echoed the walls the clang ; 
And the sounds of the deathly reptiles there 
More fiercely round me tdiig. 
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Then a lurid smoke, in its coiling cloak, 

Seemed to wrap all the figures there ; 

And it rose around from the steaming ground, 

And the blue and waving glare, 

Beneath its wide embrace, grew dim, 

And shrank back from the noisome air. 



While still its curl, with a sudden whirl. 

Was e^er and anon aside, 

As a curtain, torn, and the forms were borne, 

With a swift and whirling stride. 

For an instant forth, and then its dark 

Embrace the shapes would hide. 

And the screams and yells, and the low death-bells, 
As when the Grim King hath smiled, 
That another form *neath his chilling storm 
Hath sunk, and earth lost a child, 
Rang out till the very walls recoiled 
Before the tumult wild. 

And then methought to my gaze was brought 

A female form, whose eyes 

Gleamed with a light of a deathly bright ; 

And, above the yelling cries, 

She screamed, with a fiendish laugh, to me 

To join in the revelries : — 

''All here gave breath to the monarch Death 

By their own free will ! each hand 

Did from world's strife its possessor's life 

Free ; and thou wilt too the band 

That thou seest here join, before grey Time 

Hath many moments spanned. 
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** In thy sullen soul, 'mid the clouds that Foil 

O'er its thoughts, I can see that thou 

Hast thought on Death, and to yield thy breath 

When Misfortune's hand did bow 

Thy spirit beneath its heavy grasp ; 

And to seek the shades below ! 

^^ Now thou art here, and one touch this sphere 

Will make to thee as free ; 

This glittering blade hath ne'er yet been stayed 

On its mission ; this to thee 

I offer ! "—and within her eyes 

There gleamed a fearful glee. 

^^ But one bold thrust, and thou art the dust 

Which ne'er shall know the pain 

Thou now dost feel ! in this glittering steel 

Thou seest the way to gain 

A freedom from all gloomy thought. 

All care, thy life's dark bane ! " 

And again, with a smile — ^with a fiendish smile — 

She stretched forth the jewelled hilt, 

While, with sudden grasp, I it from her clasp 

Wrenched out, and among the spilt 

And bubbling wine on the slippery ground 

Hurled the cursed means of her guilt. 

" Fiend ! all in vain is thy wooing strain I 

It shall ne'er be said that I 

Shrunk coward back when Misfortune's black 

Clouds loomed across the sky ! 

What I may have thought is over now, 

'Tis a coward's act to die I 
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^^ But the truly brave hath a soul to save, 

And he trusteth that the Power 

Which sent the cloud and its gloomy shroud. 

Hath for him a brighter hour ! 

And that the sun shall all brightly gleam 

When the dark storms cease to lower. 

^* Hence ! back I avaunt ! though that smile me taunt 

As a coward, I forgive 

The look ; for I know that to bide the blow 

It hath pleased His hand to give, 

Is the braver act ; if 'tis brave to die, 

It is braver still to live 1 " 

And, as I spoke, like a lurid cloak, 

A mighty sheet of flame 

Enveloped all in its blazing pall. 

And the wild, unearthly game 

One instant gleamed, and a crash was heard. 

And then all still became. 

And I woke, and saw that the skies at war 

Had been through that fearful night. 

And the last bright flash and loud roaring crash 

Was the end of the awful fight ; 

And that all the gloomy clouds had flown. 

And the sun on my face shone bright I 



THE MAIDEN'S QUERY. 

^* Oh I what is Love ? " said a maid, one day. 

To a priest with a head of silver-gray ; 

But he shook his head and sighed, 

And he stooped and raised from the perfumed ground 

A flower the foot of man had found 

And crushed, and the bud had died ! 
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" Oh ! what is Love ? " then inquired the maid 

Of a horseman all in steel arrayed, 

As his good steed stopped to rest 

For an instant at the bubbling stream ; 

And he smiled, and showed where the stars did gleam 

On his broad and mail-clad breast I 

''Oh! what is Love?" then the maiden said 

To an aged man with a palsied head, 

In a garment of ragged fold. 

First a searching glance all around he threw, 

And then from his tattered clothing drew 

A bag full of yellow gold ! 

*' Oh! what is Love ?" yet inquired again 

The maid of the first of a stately train 

That now wound along the way ; 

And he stared, and cried with a boisterous laugh — 

" It is from thy pretty Ups to quaff 

Sweet kisses the livelong day ! " 

And he sprang from his black and pawing liorse. 

And approached the maid ; when his onward course 

Was stayed by a youthful hand. 

Which struck the intending spoiler down, 

Ere he yet could add to his base renown. 

With the hilt of a sheathed brand ! 

And the youth then drew to the maiden^s side 
With respectful air ; and her glance descried 
A look in his eyes of blue, 
That made her her question ask no m(fte ; 
For her heart beat quick in its inmost core. 
And what Love was she knew ! 
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IXION. 

As he who thought to clasp the high 

And mighty mistress of the sky, * 
And found within his arms 

But a light, cloudy, fleecy yeil, 
To listen to his loving tale, 

But semblance of those channs ; 
So man, when seeking woman^s love, 
The spirit of the skies above, 

And wishing it to share. 
Oft clasps but a deceitful gleam. 
And wakes from his soul-thrilling dream 

To find but semblance there. 



AN OLD JOKE VERSIFIED. 

" I SHALL stay at home," said a maid to her swain, 

As she bent her anxious eye 
On his cooling own, " next Sunday e'en ; " 

And he answered, " So shall 11^^ 



EVE. 

LoRSQu' Adam vit cette jeune beaute, 
Faite pour lui d'ane main Immortelle, 

S'il Taima fort, elle de son eot^ 
(Dieu bien nous prend) ne lui fut pas cruelle. 

Mon cher ami, je crois, en v4rit^, 

Qu'il fiit alors une femme fiddle ; 
Mais comme quoi ne Faurait elle ^te ? 

EiJe n'avait qu^un Be\]l\iomm& v^^ic^ ^<&> 



^^ 
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Or, cela nous nous trompons tous deux ; 

Car, bien qu^ Adam fut beau, jeune, amoureux, 
Bien fait de corps, et d^esprit agreable, 

EUe aima mieux, pour s^en faire conter, 
Freter Toreille aux fieurettes du diable 

Que d'etre f emme et ne pas coqu^ter ! 

(translation.) 
EVE. 

• 

When Adam tliis young beauty viewed, 
Por him by Hand Immortal made, 

If he loved well, she favours strewed 
(Gk>d keep us !) like no cruel maid. 

* 

My dear friend, really, I believe 
That there was then a faithful woman ; 

How otherwise I can't conceive ! 
For she had only with her one man. 

« 

But 'tween us both mistake hath sprung ; 

Though Adam, handsome, tender, young, 
Was, well-formed, and of manners civil, 

She loved cajolery better yet, 
And rather would list to the devil. 

Than woman be and not coquet ! 



THE ORPHAN. 



Hush ! softly tread, disturb her not 
With thy unheeding breath, 

Let hallowed e'er the presence be 
That mourns & -j^ciiiV^ ^<£^^i2ci. 



THE CAPTIVB. I66 

Her tears are falling for her who 

Was her sweet, gentle guide 
Throu^out this world of toil and care, 

Now called unto His side. 
Hush ! mark that bosom heaving ^neath 

The gushing tears, that tell 
How clinging souls can bear the loss 

Of one they have loved well. 
Retire ! in tears, in bitter tears, 

Let sorrow find reMef ; 
Betire I nor let thy step profane 

The orphan^s sacred grief. 



I KNOW NOT WHAT THOU ART NOT WORTH. 

" I KNOW not what thou art not worth ! " 

Sayest thou, fair one, to me? 
Think^st thou that I have loved so long 

And learnt not ? Fie on thee I 
I thought thou mighVst know by this time 

The heart of him whom thou 
Hast caused unto thy pretty face 

In tenderness to bow. 
I can tell thee what thou art not 

Worth — ^I have dearly bought 
My knowledge, but I've found its truth — 

Thou art not worth a thought I 



THE CAPTIVE. 



An eagle swooped from the sunny skies, 

And fell unto man a prey ; 
And they fettered their proud and noble igriZA^ 

And the captive bote %n7%i^ . 
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And they fed and tended with greatest care, 

The bird they had prisoner made ; 
But his soul was above with the upper air, 

And a gloom on his spirit preyed. 
In vain were caresses lavished on 

His form by the fairest hands, 
He felt that his dream of life was gone, 

As he gazed on his fettering bands. 
And he often looked on the glorious blue, 

Where his youthful wings had spumed 
The clouds beneath when he freedom knew, 

And his heart with rapture burned. 
And he panted again for the wide expanse, 

Where 'twas once his pride to skim, 
Like the glittering lightning's heaven-hurled lance. 

And the fire of hi^ eye grew dim. 
And the tenderest solace could not win 

His thoughts, for his hour of pride 
Was gone ; and his spirit drooped within 

His breast, and the captive died. 



CUPID. 

I SAW the little god one day. 
As he was winging on his way 
To make another heart his prey, 
And called to him to turn ; 
" Why, pretty little boy," I said, 
As near I spied a lovely head 
And neck like snow with roses spread, 
** Shouldst thou make bosoms bum? 
Why should you pierce a quiet heart 
With your bright, ever b\isy dart, 
And spoil its rest miSa. a\vA<aLeii «Eaas\»*i 
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And swift he turned to me, 

And said he, "I will tell you why — 

Behold that gentle, downcast eye. 

As blue as summer^s softest sky, 

That is now near to thee ! " 

I looked, and as I gazed, he drew 

His bow — and swift the arrow flew. 

And for my breast the aim was true — 

And, as I did exclaim. 

He laughed, and said, *^ Whene'er you see 

A form like yon so near to thee, 

Let not your bosom think of me. 

For 'tis a dangerous game ! " 



NATURE. 

The ancients reason had when they 

Declared, the schola* to perplex. 
That Nature's self should e'er portray 

Herself as of the female sex. 
For Nature's beautiful where'er 

We view her, in whatever guise 
She doth her gentle self prepare. 

To gladden weary mortal's eyes. 
And every one who hath a heart 

To love, must feel inclined to woo 
The presence which doth e'er impart 

Unto our souls a tenderer hue. 
For sometimes smiles she, then, before 

The longing eye can view her face 
With certainty, dark clouds float o'er^ 

And hide aiH in llieVc ^xt^t^ ^\s^\»k^. 
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And, should a loirer of .her fall 

B^ore death^s dart, upon the pile 
Of earth that marks his funeral pall, 

She gazes with unfaltering smile ! 
Still, still, in all her beauty dressed, 

She doth her winning powers unfold. 
And others woo unto her breast, 

Though he who loTed so w^ is cold I 



LE DTXAm. 



" O MoRT, viens terminer ma mis^re cruelle ! " 
S^ecriait Charles, accabl^ par le sort. 
La Mort accourt du somlnre bord. 
" C'est bien ici qu'on m^appdle, 
Or 9a de par Pluton, 
Que demande-t-on?" 
" Je veux," dit Charies ; 
" Tu veux? — parle-— 
H^ bien I " 
"Rien!" 

(translation.) 
THE DIXAIN. 

^* O Death, come terminate my cruel misery I" 
Exclaimed aloud Charles, overwhelmed by his fate. 
Death rises from his gloomy state. 
" Indeed, *tis from here they called me, 
But what from Pluto^s hand 
Is't that they do demand? " 
Said Charles: "I would— ^ 
" Thou wouldest — good — 
Well! what?" 
"NougUr 
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TO MY SONG. 

Oh ! wake once more, my song ! oh ! thrill 

Witiiin my bosom yet again ; 
Say thou art not for ever still ; 

Thou wilt not slumbering e^er remain. 
Oh ! pour again my soul upon 

The glowing page, that bums beneath 
The hand that strives to trace thereon 

The fervid murmurings of thy breath ! 
Oh! wake ! awake ! arouse once more 

Thy gentle self ! sleep not thus e'er ! 
Relief comes to me as I pour 

My spirit on the stilly air. 
Thou art companion to me ; oh ! 

Deprive me not of thy dear power ! 
It lightens every gloom below, 

And sweetens every sombre hour. 
Awake ! awake ! say that thou art 

Not fled ! that thou art present yet I 
That still, with thee within mine heart, 

I may strive sorrow to forget ! 
Oh I wake, my song I my soothing power ! 

My soul in thine embraces steep. 
Lest, without thee amid the hour 

Of gloom, I seek with thee to sleep ! 



THE ANCIENTS DID BOAST. 

The ancients did boast of their Lethe's clear tide. 

As a solace to grief and regret ; 
For the mortal who courted and plunged in its ^rida 

Glassy waters could tbexiceioTVk ioT^o^^. 
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Like a mirror, made clear from its every stain 

That Time's rolling mom^ts have traced, 
Was the heart of the mortal permitted to gain 

Its waves, and by them be embraced. 
And thou art my Lethe, and far sweeter clasp 

Is the circle thine arms cast around 
My neck than the water's chill, eddying grasp, 

And in thine is forgetfulness found. 
For in thine embrace, when the time swiftly flies. 

All my sorrows and griefe quickly flee, 
And, beneath the fond glance of thy tender blue eyes, 

I forget all but passion and thee. 



A REPLY TO SOME STANZAS. 

Nay, never blame Nature, my friend, for her power. 

Since the world was created, ne'er owned as her brood 
Those bosoms that seem to despise Love's sweet hour — 

A true child of fashion and world is the Prude. 
I will never believe that the presence which gave us 

Dear Woman to lighten our cares on this earth. 
Ever made that abortion (from which Heaven save us !) — 

A Prude, that was such from the hour of her birth. 
But the young heart when tutored and spoilt by that round 

Of life that's termed Fashion, its pulse to desert, 
And to look^lpon gold as all that's to be found 

In the wedded state, first becomes that thing — a Flirt ; 
Then, when suitors are scarce, and Time, shaking his sides 

With laughter, as marks he his race on her head. 
Whispers to her how happy her friends are as brides. 

And that soon will all hopes of her marriage be fled ; 
Then she, hopeless of winning a heart for her own, 

Becomes towards the other sex vicious and rude. 
Oh, believe me, my friend, there was never yet known 

A woman whom Nature herself made a Prude. 
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PAN AND DAPHNE. 

When Daphne the modest, from loving Pan's arms 

Escaping, was changed to a tree in his view, 

I imagine that, as he saw vanish her charms. 

He must have felt far the more " green " of the two I 

And, as he gazed on this astonishiDg fall 

Of his hopes, and the bliss he had longed her to grant, 

He must have thought, that is, if he thought at all, 

That the whole thing resembled a deuce of a " plant I '' 

What a pity it was that, instead of the laurel. 

She didn't turn into tobacco ; for then. 

In the shape of cigars, those lips, once hued of coral, 

Might have been to his own pressed again and again ! 

But the sequel would be but the same in the end, 

In whatever verdure the maiden did cloak 

Her beauty ; for, in this last case, it would tend 

But to prove to poor Pan that his love was *' all smoke ! " 



STANZAS. 



I LOVE the buds she presses down 

Beneath her fairy tread, 
I love the trees that gently wave 

Their branches o'er her head, 
I love the air that plays upon 

Her cheek, I love the gleam 
The sun casts o'er her when he shows 

Her figure in the stream, 
I love the mossy bank whereon 

She oft will idly sit ; 
But I love aU these for tJieir own sake, 

And I don't bve her a bit I 
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YOU CALL ME FICKLE. 

You caQ me fickle, — changefiil ; — ^fcrue, 

I am. I won^t the term deny ; 
But not in qnite the sense which you 

Meant by the glance from that blue eye ; 
For, hear my change ! — ^When first we met 

I did not think that you were such 
A tender, loving little pet ; 

And, therefore, did not love you much. 
But, since I've found this out, IVe changed ; 

What first was slight attraction merely 
Is in another guise arranged. 

And now I love you very dearly I 



UPON THE WARRIOR'S BREAST. 

Upon the warrior's breast the clasps 

Tell how in deadly strife 
He bravely fought ; and for his land 

His noblest stake gave — ^life. 
But dearer far than such are those 

That tell the thrilling story ; 
I'd rather own one clasp of love 

Like thine, than ten of glory ! 



TO MY SONG. 



No, no, it ne'er can tune again 
Its shell as once it sweetly sung, 

The notes of satire fierce or pain 
Can but be from its spirit wrung. 
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With youth hath fled its power to sing 

Its gentlest notes ; — ^the tree is bare 
Where once the blooming flowers could cling, 

And all is desolation there. 
No more, no more, its silver sound 

Shall tremble on the air of eve, 
Life's certain goal its soul hath found, 

And now it can but rend or grieve. 
Like the bright stream that murmurs on — 

Unconscious that its course doth tend 
Unto the mighty deep ; upon 

Whose bosom shall its ripplings end ; 
Like to the snowy cloud that sails 

Awhile across the starry chain ; 
Then hurls the lightning on the gales. 

Or softly weeps away in rain, 
Art thou, my song ; — ^how dear wert thou 

This heart of mine can fondly tell. 
And : — ^but alas ! 'tis over now ! — 

My gentle soul of song — ^farewell ! 



THE WOMAN TAKEN IN ADULTERY. 

(on emile signol's picture). 

Bowed down with shame ; her hands close clasped before 

Her tearful eyes, to shield them from the light ; 

Her hair dishevelled, streaming wildly o'er 

The neck, half nude, than her torn robe more white ; 

The whole frame quivering 'ne9,th the glaring eye» 

Of her accusers, who, with hands so fleet 

To bare a fault, have dragged her there, she lies 

Despairing, at her Lord and Saviour's feet. 
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* 

She cannot see, hut feels the eager hands 

Around are raised to cast the deadly stone 

Which shall the spirit from its earthly bands 

Wrest, to depart unto the realms unknown; 

^he feels that in the glaring eyes around 

There is no pity for her fatal deed, 

In no accusing bosom is there found 

A wish but to make hers more deeply bleed. 

And He, crouched at whose feet she writhing lies. 

Will He condemn her, loose her captors on 

Her trembling form ? Oh, woman ! did thine eyes 

But gaze on those mild orbs, that fear were gone ! 

See tiie traced sand: — " By him who is among 

You without sin let the first stone be cast : " 

Ko murderous missile at the form is flung, 

But slowly shrink they out, unto the last. 

Then — oh ! sweet words that make the stricken heart 

Bound, and the eyes with grateful tears brim o'er ; 

Hark to thy Saviour's gentle voice : — ** Depart 

In peace, oh, woman I and offend no more.'* 



TO A FLY. 

Little insect, I'd have spared you. 

But I must respect my glass. 
And your race, with woeful clearness, 

Mark the places where you pass. 
If you would but be contented 

With the modicum of food 
Offered by a lump of sugar, 

I might then have spared your brood. 
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But, like many other creatures 

(As well human as not so), 
Not contented with mere pleasure. 

You must soil where'er you go, 
I've for your behoof especial, 

Counting on destruction sure 
(And you're a proof of its good working), 

Bought a sheet of *' Papier Moure ! '* 



LOVE. 

There's danger in the eyes that seem 
Half closed in love's delicious dream; 
There's danger in the flowing hair 
Where Cupid hides his tender snare ; 
There's danger in the snowy breast 
Where love's pulsations strive to rest ; 
There's danger in the ruby lip, 
Brushed by young Eros' feathered tip ; 
There's danger in the wreathing arms 
Where lurks the boy in thousand charms ; 
There's danger, danger, far around, 
Where lovely woman treads the ground ; 
Beware of it, fond youth ! and shun 
The spell ; ere 'tis too closely spun 
Around your heart I oh, flee away 
Before her glance enchains her prey I 
Fly, ere one look from her can move 
Your bosom with the throbs of love I 
Away, away I Ah, 'tis too late I 
Oh, foolish ! why didst hesitate? 
Too late 'tis now; I see the fire 
Which shall not thus so soon expire, 
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Bums in thy gaze ; thy ptilses beat 
With throbs they never knew so fleet ; 
The moonting blood is on thy cheek, 
Oh, youth I why wert thou so weak ? 
A moment but, and thou couldst have 
Escaped, and thou art now her slave ; 
A moment since thy bonds were firail, 
Now : — but thy blushes tell the tale. — 
Go, thou art firee no more, thou art 
Her captive : — ask thy beating heart, 
Thy thrilling veins, and they shall tell 
The power of woman's magic spell ; 
The charm her beauty o'er the soul 
Casts, laughing at thy £unt control ; — 
Go, slave ! henceforth her fetters share ! 
They are not very hard to bear ! 



LUNA. 

I LOVE thy still and placid li^t, 
Thou empress of the balmy night ; 
Thy tranquil gleam doth soothe the breast, 
And lull its troubled thoughts to rest. 
How beautiful ! how calm thou art ! 
Thy loveliness awakes the heart 
To higher, nobler thoughts than stream 
Beneath the sun's more dazzling gleam. 
Oh ! if thou art a world, how fair 
Must be the race that dwelleth there ; 
Beneath such soft and gentle ray. 
No care can ever have its sway. 
Beneath a light so soft as thine, 
Must feelings like sweet roses twine 
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Around the heart— dull care can be 
Unknown to those who dwell in thee. 
Surely thou must be some sweet rest 
For those who are for ever blest — 
For those who, freed from earthly things, 
Securely rest beneath His wings. 



SONG. 

May all guardian angels shield thee 

From all harm, and visions bright 
Of a happy future give thee — 

Dearest love, good night. 
Dream of home, and him who dearly 

Loves thee ; may these kisses light 
On thy lips, my own beloved — 

Dearest love, good night. 
Distance may the form dissever, 

But the hearts in which the light 
Of love bums, regard the space not — 

Dearest love, good night. 



" 'TWERE BETTER TO HAVE LOVED AND LOST," &c. 

Tennyson. 

" 'TwERE better to have loved and lost, 
Than never to have loved at all : " 

Alas ! how on the beating heart 
These words descend like funeral pall. 

M ■ ^ 
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• 

The breast that never swelled with love, 

Most life have found a cheerless void, 
But then it never felt the pain 

Of having all its hopes destroyed ; 
It never knew the bitter sigh, 

The breaking heart, the gushing tear, 
The voiceless agony that rends 

The soul at parting from all dear. 
And yet, how blest is that sweet hour, 

Brief though it be, and that be known. 
When, clasped unto a loving breast. 

We feel one heart indeed our own ! 
How sweet, how tender is that time ! 

Yes, though the dream of gloom may fall, 
" Twere better to have loved and lost, 

Than never to have loved at all ; ** 
For death can sever but awhile. 

Soon, vanquished, shall his malice &11 ! 
In regions holier, happier far. 

Shall loving hearts regain their all. 



■k 



HOW SWEET rr IS. 

How sweet it is when gloomy hours 

Around the spirit cast their thrall, 
To know that one can chase their powers 

Away, and cause the gloom to fall. 
Can, and will sweeten lifers dull rouud 

With all the treasures of her love ; 
Oh ! when such gentle heart is found, 

^Vliat a true blessing it doth prove. 
With one sweet soul to fondly cling 

Unto the heart, what reck we though 
Misfortune's heavy, sombre wing, 

Be hovering fraught with baleful blow ? 



TINTORETTO'S DAUGHTER. 179 

Oh, woman^s lore ! thou art, indeed, 

An angel gift to toiling man ! 
A treasure in the hour of need ! 

The sweet oasis in life's span. 



ANSWER TO STANZAS. 

Na.y, thou didst never love, thy words 

Prove it ; some beauteous dream 
Enthralled thee ; visions earth accords. 

That with soft feelings teem. 
But hadst thou hved — ^felt all the power 

The heart in true love feels ; 
Hadst thou experienced tliat hour, 

When first to man reveals 
A trusting soul that it is thine. 

Then hadst thou known the pain. 
The anguish, tliai love to resign. 

Thou couldst ne'er love again. 
Love, like a beauteous flower, its sweet 

And bahny breath doth shed 
But once o'er life ; the heart doth heat 

But once — then love is fled. 



TINTORETTO'S DAUGHTER. 

(on the picture.) 

Cold, cold, alas ! my darling ! oh, my child ! 
Still are the lips that oft in love have smiled. 
Oh, that I were with thee ! why should this clay, 
Worn out and feeble, longer here delay ? 
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My offspring ! pledge of love I alas ! though neW 
Hear more the voice that was to thee so dear ! 
Fain would I on the painted canvas trace 
The marble beaut j of that well-loved face ; 
Preserve thy likeness when the cold, damp grave 
Hath closed o*er all in life that made me brave. 
Now, broken-hearted, all mj prayer shall be 
That I may soon be summoned to join thee. 
Fain would I paint thee, but mine eyes grow dim ! 
The outlined canvas to my sight dotJi swim — 
Obscurer still the tracery appears — 
I cannot paint my loss save in these tears. 



THE STORY OF 'S WALTZ * 

Hark ! to the gently murmuring strains that thrill 

Within the hall, obedient to the will 

Of him from whose all-bleeding heart are torn 

Peace — ^love — and on that thrilling air are borne. 

How the soft music seems the tale to tell 

That one brave heart hath striven love to quell ; 

That one great soul hath struggled to disguise. 

Yet cannot wholly hide, its agonies. 



* The tale is : — A celebrated composer became enamoured of a prince's 
daughter, who returned his affection; her father, considering him inferior 
to their family, broke off the love affair, and ordered his daughter to 
marry a neighbouring prince. On the bridal night, at. a ball given at 
her father's palace, the composer was ordered to improvise a waltz for the 
occasion, which he did, throwing all his soul into one of the wildest and 
most beautiful airs conceivable. When it was commenced the strains 
struck all the company entranced ; at length the bridegroom broke the 
spell by leading off the waltz with his unwilling bride. The music went 
on, the composer leading the orchestra with his violin, when suddenly 
oaej>f its strings snapped, and at the same instant the bride fell fainting 
floor ; she was raised instantly, but the shock of the whole affair 
too much for her, and she was lifeless. 
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The guests are spell-bound as that magic air 

Streams o'er the hall — the humid eye is there ; 

So mournful, yet so beautiful the sound, 

It seems to scatter gentle thoughts around ; 

And to the music gallery many an eye 

Is turned where, o'er the thronging company 

The minstrels sit, directed by the hand 

Of one whose eyes those thrilling notes have scanned 

With tear-dimmed gaze, and bursting, throbbing heart, 

Now sternly, bravely nerved to do its part. 

Like to the Music god, majestic, he 

Waves his commands unto the gallery ; 

But the o'erruling hand that guides the strain 

Is quivering beneath the inward pain. 

And down the ashen cheek the tear-drops steal. 

Disclosing what the brave heart would conceal. 

The trance is past ; the bridegroom and the bride, 
Example setting, have unloosed the tide 
Of dancers o'er the wide and polished hall, 
While the sweet, mournful strain glides over all. 
Round, round they go in the seducing whirls, 
A maze of heaving bosoms, waving curls, 
And twining arms ; while high above the throng 
The broken heart pours forth its wailing song 
Upon the perfumed air, while dim the eye 
Becomes beneath his soul's fierce agony. 



Still on, still on the magic murmurs flow. 

Still swiftly round the courtly dancers go ; 

StiU bleeds the heart, but still above the band 

Is waved, directing, the conductor's wand. 

Round whirl the bride and bridegroom ; on, still on 

The witching air doth stream the scene upon ; 
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When, hark! a sudden harsh and jarring sound 
Is heard — a shriek — a fall — ^re-echo round 
The ball-room ; broken is the ruling string 
That bade the magic melody take wing ; 
And at its jarring note the bride's young charms 
Have fallen fix>m her husband's clasping arms. 

Upon the polished floor her sweet form lies ; 

But, ah I no more shall gaze those tender eyes 

With love or sorrow I too, too fatal air. 

The string that snapped hath found its echo there 

Within that gentle bosom. Love, outraged, 

Hath crushed the might that sternly, bravely waged 

The battle with it, and with fatal power 

Hath triumphed in its rival — ^Duty'^s hour. 



THE DRINKING SONG, FROM DER FREISCHUTZ. 

TRANSLATION. 

On this wretched earth would be 
Nought but care and misery, 

Bore no grapes the vine ; 
Therefore, till my latest breath. 
Will I place my firmest faith 

On Bacchus, the divine I 

Better still than one are three, 
Therefore two shall added be 

To the grape's red juice ; 
Cards and wine, you will observe. 
And a round-boeom^ gjil wilt serve 

To make Me oi 'oaiaX 
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Without this trifolium, 

True enjoyment ne'er could come 

On this earthly ball ; 
Dice and wine, and maidens bright, 
Surely are our chief delight, 

When we have them all ! 



THOSE LOVELY EYES. 



Those lovely eyes! those lovely eyes! 

Their every glance pervades my soul ; 
To what sweet dreams did they give rise, 

When they first gently towards me stole ! 
To dreams of love ; and now I wake, 

And find thy magic art supplies 
The lovely phantoms visions make, 

In those cast down and lovely eyes. 
How oft within the world's depraved 

And vicious rounds and treacherous lies, 
Hath my bowed soul a solace craved, 

And found it in those lovely eyes ! 
Oh ! who can tell the joys which pour, 

The rapture through my heart which flies. 
When, at thy trelUsed cottage door, 

I beaming see those lovely eyes ! 
All I then, what raptures fill my form. 

As pillowed on that breast it lies ! 
What glances, breathing Passion's wasnav 

Eflxisions, fill those loveVj e^«&\ 
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Oh ! dear are those blue orbs to me, 

Above all other things I prize 
The love that bums for me in thee, 

Sweet mirrored in those lovely eyes! 
Deprived of light, the green-wood tree 

Fines, languishes, and shortly dies ; 
What 'tis to it, are they to me ; 

I Uve but 'neath those lovely eyes ! 



THE ENJ>. 



'^"'^ "Better awd galpin, fwktem, bziaa sxoksi ^o«&, U3«v>^^,^.^. 



